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THE GRAY WOLF OF CR 


Falling into the Jungle 


Sturgill spotted the truck above them. He adjusted his eyes to zoom in on 
it. He saw Godan toss away the mask and begin punching through the 
window. 


He looked towards a nearby building. “Shoot him down!” he 
yelled. 


A sniper took aim, and fired three times. Godan felt the bullets 
enter his back. He screamed, and his grip loosened. His claws scraped 
the door as he fell off. 


“Please dont turn to dust,” Godan said, thinking of his leg 
bones as he adjusted himself to land. 


“Enforcers, you’re around me,” Sturgill said as he watched 
Godan fall. The three Enforcers surrounded him. “Everyone else, make 
sure you're loaded!” 


“You've fell off buildings before!” Godan said. He saw the 
ground coming up. “Okay, this is really gonna sting.” 


Godan smashed into the street, sending dust and dirt 
everywhere. The Rudkus s began to move in. Sturgill told them to hold 
their fire until he said so. A gust of wind cleared the dust away, revealing 
Godan, down on both knees, hands clasped. 


Sturgill stepped onto a crate. He watched Godan remain still for 
a few seconds. 


“HEY, PUNK!” Sturgill yelled. “YOU PRAYING TO THE 
LORD, OR WHAT?” 


“No,” Godan stood up, his legs shaking, “but I can see why 
would think that.” 
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“Let me tell you something. I’m from Chicago. I dont break.” 


—Barack Obama 


On the Dan Ryan Expressway, a semi truck came to a stop behind a line 
of cars. 


“Must be an accident up ahead,” said the trucker. 


“Dammit,” Gareth Manion, who was in the passenger’s seat, 
said, “and I’m so close too!” 


“Hey now, don’t be in such a hurry, kid.” The trucker took of his 
hat and relaxed. “Chicago will be there no matter how long this jam 
lasts.” 


Gareth put down the window. He got onto his knees and stuck 
half of his body out the window. 


“HEY!” the trucker yelled. “CUT THAT SHIT OUT!” He pulled 
Gareth back in by his sweatshirt hood. 


“Sorry.” Gareth raked his fingers through his brown hair. 
“There’s no other route you can go to get to Chicago?” 


The trucker glared at him. “No.” 
“How about you try driving down the emergency lane?” 


The trucker shook his head. “Kid, we’ll get to Chicago soon 
enough. Chill out, cause you’re really stretching my generosity here.” 


“T should have tried hopping a train instead.” Gareth muttered. 
He grabbed his backpack and opened the door. “Thanks for getting me 
this far. I'll walk the rest of the way.” 


The trucker laughed. “You got a long walk ahead of ya.” 
Gareth smiled. “Yeah, but it’ll be faster if I ran to Chicago.” 


The trucker laughed harder, shaking his head. Gareth snapped his 
fingers, and told the trucker to pay attention. The trucker did so, trying 
to stop his laughter. 


Gareth closed his eyes, and grunted. His hand tightened around 
his backpack straps. His finger nails grew into claws. The truckers eyes 
widened as Gareth’s hair slowly turned gray. 


“WHAT THE FUCK?!” the trucker yelled, straightening himself 
up. 


Gareth opened up the door. “Thanks for the lift!” He got out, put 
his backpack on, tightened the straps, saluted the trucker, and sped down 
the side of the expressway. 


Give him one more scare, Gareth thought while looking back at 
the truck. He hopped onto the roof of a nearby car, and continued down 
Dan Ryan, running on top of cars at an amazing pace. He came to the end 
of the jam. Law enforcement was directing traffic around the accident. 
Gareth leapt over the scene, and dashed down the road, creating a gray 
blur as he headed towards Chicago. 


2K KK 


“Tt’s just a bandana,” Haruki said, tying it around his boyfriend’s head. 
“You're acting like it’s the Gordian Knot.” 


Tucker sighed. “Please just hurry up.” 


Haruki gave him a light slap. “Don’t be so anxious to get 
arrested.” 


Tucker pulled down the bandana. “We would be having this 
argument if you would let me wear my normal mask.” 


Haruki pulled down his bandana mask. “We’re being resisters 
right now, not party monsters.” 


“We could be both,” Tucker said. 


Horns, whistles, and calls to start moving out emitted from Daley 
Plaza. Haruki leaned in and gave Tucker a quick kiss. “Let’s ride.” 


Haruki hopped on his bike. Tucker grabbed Haruki by the hair, 
turned his head to the side, and kissed him deeply. Cyclists rode by, 
honking horns and ringing bells. 


“What?” Haruki asked. 


“You know I just can’t accept weak smooches like that,” Tucker 
replied. 


Haruki grinned while rolling his eyes. He pulled up his bandana 
mask and took off. Tucker pulled up his mask as well, hopped on his 
bike, and followed. 


2K KK 


Gareth dodged a couple more cars as he made his way through 
downtown Chicago. He tilted his head up and looked at the skyscrapers. 


“Nice,” he said. He ran into a car mirror. He stumbled as the 
person in the car he hit laid on their horn. “MY BAD!” he yelled, 
rubbing his arm as he sped down the street. 


Maybe I should take a break, Gareth thought. He heard the 
sounds coming from Daley Plaza, and then saw the crowd. Another 
person laid on their horn. Gareth saw a truck coming right at him. He 
jumped, and sailed over the traffic. He stopped himself by grabbing onto 
a street lamp. 


“Whoa!” he said, looking at the large gathering of bicyclists that 
were heading out into the street. 


“HEY!” he heard someone below him yell. “GET DOWN 
FROM THERE!” 


Gareth looked down and saw a bike cop and some bystanders 
staring at him. “Gotcha, officer,” he said, sliding down the pole. The cop 
got off his bike and put his hand on his taser. Gareth got halfway down, 
put both of his feet against the pole, and jumped off. 


“PIG!” he yelled, giving the cop the middle finger as he landed, 
causing nearby onlookers to gasp, and escaped into the street with the 
bicyclists. 


Gareth kept pace with the crowd. A man pulling a giant boom 
box with a trailer passed him. He heard cars honking, and turned to see 
the some bicyclists spitting on the minivans windshield. 


“My kinda scene,” Gareth said. 


“HEY, GUY!” Haruki yelled. He pulled up next to Gareth. “I’m 
loving your hair!” 


“Thanks!” 
“Why did you dye it gray?” 
“Tt’s not dyed—it’s natural!” 


“Oh, gosh!” Tucker pulled up. Haruki tapped his arm. “He said 


ikea 


his hair is naturally gray 
Tucker rolled his eyes. “Sure it is.” 


Haruki put his hand through Gareth’s hair. “Sorry, being a dick is 
actually one of his strong points. What’s your name?” 


Gareth noticed that Tucker was glaring at him. “You got 
something to say to me?” 


Tucker stood up. “Yeah, why aren’t you on a bike?” 

“TUCK!” Haruki yelled. 

“T just got here a few minutes ago,” Gareth said. “What is this?” 
Tucker sighed. “Critical Mass. It’s for bicyclists only.” 

“No, it’s not just for bicyclists,” Haruki said, glaring at Tucker. 


“Critical Mass?” Gareth thought it about, and then snapped his 
fingers. “Oh, I’ve read about this before. “ 


4 


The bicyclists ahead of them began to yell ‘LET US PASS!’ 


“Police blockade,” Tucker said, smiling. He winked at Haruki. 
“Be right back.” 


Tucker rode off. Gareth looked at Haruki. “Police blockade?” 


“Yeah, this happens at every Mass. I apologize for Tuckers 
attitude.” 


“What’s he got a mad on about?” 


“He probably thinks I’m flirting with you—which I’m totally not 
doing.” Haruki grinned. “I do like silver foxes, though.” 


“Well, I’m more a wolf.” 


Haruki laughed. “I gotta get up there and watch his back. It was 
nice meeting you.” Haruki rode off, waving at Gareth. 


A roar emitted from the front of the crowd. “There’s no way I’m 
missing this!” Gareth said, following Haruki. 


The cop brandished his baton. “Get that fucking phone out of my 
face!” 


“Chill, man, it’s just my phone,” Tucker said, slowly scanning 
the blockade. “I’m just downloading a Spotify update, that’s all.” 


The cop whacked Tucker’s hand, smashing it on the pavement. 


“YOU ASSHOLE!” Tucker yelled, holding his hand. “I'll sue 
the fuck out of you for that!” 


“Like you would ever win!” the cop said. He swung his baton at 
Tuckers head. 


Haruki pulled Tucker off his bike. The baton smashed into his 
arm. The cop moved in and swung again. Gareth caught it before it 
connected with Haruki’s head. 


“Thanks,” Gareth said, yanking the baton out of the cops’ hand, 
“T always wanted to hold one of these.” 


The cop muttered something, and took out his taser. Gareth 
whacked the taser out of his hand, and poked him in the chest. The cop 
backed away. Three officers moved in front of him. 


“Meh.” Gareth took the baton in both hands and snapped it in 
half. “I’ve had more fun hitting shitheads with baseball bats.” 


“Goddamn,” Tucker said, standing up. Haruki took a hold of his 
arm and hugged it. 


“Superhuman,” the cop growled. The crowd cheered as Gareth 
tossed the baton pieces into the air and put his hands on his hips. The cop 
pushed away his fellow officers and got in Gareth’s face. “What’s your 
name, punk?” 


I'll tell you mine if you tell us yours.” Gareth pointed at the 
cops’ badge, which was covered up with a piece of black tape. 


The cop growled. “What’re your powers?” 
“Fucking up cops.” 

“WHAT IS YOUR NAME, FREAK?!” 
Gareth grinned. “Niles Standish!” 


The cop grabbed Gareth by the throat and lifted him up. Gareth 
dug his claws into the cops arm and shredded his skin. He released 
Gareth, who kicked him the stomach, sending him flying into a squad 
car. 


Everyone became silent. The officers stared at the cop as he lay 
unconscious against the dented squad car. 


“LET’S GO, PIGS!” Gareth yelled, getting into a battle stance 
that showed off his bloody claws. The crowd went wild. The officers ran 
towards nearby parked cars and hid behind them, drawing their guns. 


“COAST’S CLEAR, FOLKS!” Gareth yelled, waving the 
bicyclists forward. “GO!” 


The crowd proceeded on their route. Many of them bumped fists 
with Gareth or patted him on the back as they passed. 


“You guys cool?” Gareth asked Tucker and Haruki. 


“Yeah, man!” Tucker said, smiling. He walked up and hugged 
Gareth. “I’ve never seen a Chicago cop get owned like that before!” 


Haruki leaned in and kissed Gareth on the cheek. ““You’re our 
hero!” 


Better than being called a freak, Gareth thought, patting Tuckers 
back. “So, where’s this Mass going to?” 


Tucker disengaged himself. “Actually, no offense, but you might 
want to leave—the pigs are probably calling for back up right now.” 


Gareth’s eyes widened. “Good point. I’m out of here. Nice 
meeting you guys.” 


Gareth saluted, crouched down, and leapt into the air. He heard 
Haruki yell ‘WE LIVE IN BRIDGEPORT.’ He landed on the other side 
of the street, and ran opposite of the bicyclists. 


Bridge what, Gareth thought as he ran between the pedestrians. 
He got past the bicyclists and raced down the middle of the street. 


2K KK 


Upton looked at the tree branch that was sitting on the picnic table. He 
stretched, pushed his dreadlocks back, and stood firm. He cringed as the 
metallic tentacle came out of his back. He regained his focus, and 
directed the tentacle towards the branch. He slowly lowered it, and made 
the tentacle wrap itself around it. 


“Yo, Upton,” Sturgill, Upton’s second in command, said, 
entering the backyard, “got news for you.” 


“Let me finish this,” Upton said, slowly reeling the branch 
towards himself. The tentacle started to jitter.. Upton grunted. The 
tentacle calmed, and he finished retracting it. 


“You been getting the hang of it all right?” Sturgill asked. 
“Tt’s been a bitch trying to hold onto things,” Upton dropped the 


branch into his hand, “but I’m getting better. It still stings when it comes 


” 


out. 
Sturgill held up a letter. “The Doctor sent you another letter.” 


Upton shook his head. “I can’t believe she thinks she can just 
spam me this shit.” He directed his tentacle towards the letter. He slowly 
and, as he imagined, gingerly wrapped the tentacle around it. It 
crumbled. “SHIT!” 


“Hey man, metal tentacles can’t be gentle on everything.” 


Upton threw the branch aside. “What else is up?” he asked, 
opening the letter. 


“Well, Norman wants to hang with us tomorrow.” 
“So, 1s his crew gonna join up with us again, or what?” 


“T’m guessing so. This is probably just one last thing he wants to 
do before they fully commit.” 


Upton nodded as he read the letter. “I’m down. Let’s take him 
someplace other than this shithole. Got any suggestions?” 


Sturgill shrugged. “Entirely up to you, man.” Upton muttered 
something. “What she say?” 


“She wants to do another fucking check up.” Upton shoved the 
letter into his back pocket. “She’ll probably try to talk me into going 
through her ‘mechanization’ thing again too. Fucking annoying.” 


Sturgill nodded. “I'll tell Norman we’re good on the meeting, 
then.” 


He left the backyard. Upton turned around and faced the picnic 
table. He extended his tentacle into the air, and swung it down as hard as 
he could. The picnic table smashed in half. 


28 KK 


Gareth landed stopped on top of an apartment building. He gave a loud, 
exaggerated sigh, and slumped his shoulders. 


“No sign of them,” he said, taking off his backpack and sitting 
down on the ledge. “I thought I had this scent thing down pat.” 


He looked across Bridgeport. A group of pigeons flew by, 
followed by a gust of wind. 


“Bridgeport is beautiful in the fall,” Gareth said. 


The wind died down. His nose tingled. He concentrated, and 
took in a big whiff. 


“Ts that them?” Gareth asked, sniffing rapidly. He looked down 
and saw two bicyclists pull up to the neighborhood bar. He took another 
big whiff, and smiled. 


“HEY! HEY GUYS!” Gareth yelled. “UP HERE!” 


The bicyclists went inside. Gareth muttered “Damn”, put on his 
backpack, and jumped down to the street. He ran towards the bar, 
hopping over an incoming car. 


“SORRY!” he yelled to the driver, who swerved to a stop, put 
down his window, and yelled at him. Gareth ignored him and entered 
Marty’s Packaged Goods and Community Bar. 


The scent became overwhelming. Gareth spotted the bicyclists 
over at the fridge, picking out craft beer. 


“Hi, can I help you today?” the clerk across the room asked. 


“Nah, I think I found what I’m looking for,” Gareth said. 


Haruki perked up. He turned his head around. Gareth grinned, 
and waved at him. 


“YOU!” Haruki yelled. He pushed the beer he selected into 
Tuckers arms and ran up and hugged Gareth. 


“Nice to see you again, too,” Gareth said, patting Haruki's back. 
“How did you find us?” Tucker said, walking up, glaring. 

“You guys said you lived in Bridgeport.” 

“Bridgeport’s a big neighborhood.” 

“Tuck!” Haruki said, disengaging the hug. 


Tucker adjusted the beer case under one arm. “And you just 
happened to know we were here?” 


Gareth tapped his nose. “I got your scent from earlier. Ax, Old 
Spice, or whatever crap you sprayed on yourself earlier. 


Both Tucker and Haruki’s eyes widened. 

“What?” Gareth asked. 

“Do that again,” Tucker said. 

“ Okay, sure.” Gareth tapped his nose again. 

“THOSE ACTUALLY ARE CLAWS?!” Tucker yelled. 
Gareth grinned. “Yeppers.” 


“We were debating what they were,” Haruki grabbed Gareth’s 
hand and examined his fingers. “You’re definitely coming back with us,” 
he said, rubbing the claws. 


Tucker stiffened. “No, he’s fucking not!” 


“Hey, we cool over there guys?” the clerk asked, leaning on the 
counter with his elbows. 
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“We’re good!” Haruki said. He clasped Gareth’s hand and turned 
back to Tucker. “He saved you from getting your head caved in, and I 
find him fascinating. He should hang with us.” 


“T’m down,” Gareth said. “Who are you guys, though?” 
Tucker glared. “We don’t even know your name.” 


“Okay, I’m Gareth Manion.” He extended his hand. “You’re 
‘Tuck’, right?” 


“Tucker Fante,” Tucker walked past them and went up to the 
counter. 


“You’re welcome for saving your ass back there,” Gareth 
muttered. 


“Tm Haruki Dazai,” Haruki said. “Give Tucker a sec, he can get 
pretty defensive.” 


Gareth noticed Tucker shaking his head as he put his wallet on 
the counter and began rifling through his pockets. Gareth fished out a 
twenty from his wallet. “I got this,” he said, walking up and giving the 
money to the clerk. “Can we be cool now?” he asked, taking the beer. 


Tucker sighed, and nodded his head. “Sure.” 


“Follow us!” Haruki said, walking out the door. They unlocked 
their bikes, waited for the cars to pass, and went off down the street. 


“See if you can keep up!” Gareth yelled, running ahead of them. 
“But you don’t know the way!” Haruki said. 

Gareth slowed down. “I kid, I kid.” 

Tucker laughed. They all sped up. 


ok KK 


A woman in a hoodie stopped in front of the house and parked her 
moped. She walked up the stairs. Sturgill stood up from his chair. 
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“Ts he in?” she asked. 


“Yeah, he’s chilling,” Sturgill leaned against the pillar. “You’re 
really gonna give it another shot?” 


The woman pulled out the folder from her hoodie pocket. “I 
forgot to include these in the letter I sent him. I think him actually seeing 
what I have in mind may get him on board.” 


Sturgill grinned, shook his head, and opened the door. “T’Il be 
rooting for you, Doc.” 


“You’re sweet. I should have asked you if you wanted to take 
part in this instead.” 


“ll wait and see how Upton turns out.” 


She waved at him as she entered the house. Sturgill closed the 
door behind her. She ignored the gangbangers as they sat on each side of 
the living room, playing videogames and conversing, and walked up the 
stairs. She entered Upton’s room, taking care to loudly close the door. 


Upton thrashed about and sat up. “SHIT!” He threw his blanket 
to the side. “Fuck is wrong with you, Mysta?” 


Mysta Avon laughed, pulling down her hood. “Sleeping your life 
away?” she asked, pulling her long, black hair out. 


“T was practicing earlier.” Upton sat at the edge of the bed. 


Mysta joined him. “Using your tentacle shouldn’t be that 
exhausting, even for a newcomer.” 


“T’ve been going hard.” Upton rubbed his eyes. “I want to get the 
hang of it ASAP.” 


“Well, since I’m here, stand up and I’1l take a look at you.” 


Upton sighed, stood up, and lifted his shirt. Mysta examined the 
metallic circle around his tailbone. She noticed dry blood and bruising. 
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“How are you handling the pain?” she asked, touching it. 


Upton winced. “It stings, but I get used to it—” Mysta poked at 
it again. “If you don’t fucking poke at it!” 


“Good, good.” She circled the bruises with her finger. “Your 
body will eventually adapt to it. There is a way to—* 


“NO.” Upton pulled down his shirt. “I’m still not interested in 
this ‘mechanization’ process you’ve been touting.” 


“That’s why I’m here.” Mysta pulled out the folder and handed it 
to Upton. “I forgot to include it in the letter.” Upton opened it up and 
examined the contents. “This explains every aspect of the process, 
including a new element I added.” 


“What ‘element’?” 


“Tt’s fully explained in the folder, but it’s a process that allows 
flesh to become more fluid—capable of enduring further enhancements 
than it can now.” 


“What’s this supposed to be?” Upton asked, pointing at the 
drawings. 


“That’s how I envision full mechanization to be.” 
Upton examined the drawing again. “Looks like a robot.” 


Mysta laughed. “No, a robot is mindless and completely 
obedient,” she stood up. “That’s not what you would be.” 


“What exactly would I be?” Upton put the folder on his 
nightstand and glared at her. 


“Technically, you’re now cyborgs,” Mysta picked up the folder 
and took out the drawings. “You’ll become a full-on android if you go 
through with this process.” 


Upton growled. “Like THAT would be any better.” 
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“You'll be my first android.” Mysta put her hand on Upton’s 
shoulder. ““We’ll both be making history.” 


“Very convincing.” Upton grabbed Mysta by her collar. He threw 


her out of his room. “Don’t EVER come to me with that shit again, or I'll 


? 


put a fucking bullet in your head 


Upton slammed the door. Mysta composed herself, and put her 
hoodie back up. She went down the stairs. The gangbangers looked at 
her. She glared at them, opened the door, and slammed it on her way out. 


“T’ll check on the subjects later on this week,” she said as she 
passed by Sturgill. Having become familiar with that tone of her voice, 
Sturgill rolled his eyes as he watched her get on her moped. 


“See ya next week, Doc,” he said as she drove away. 


2K KK 


“Wow, you’re REALLY good at this,” Haruki said, as Tucker, their 
housemate, Lana, and himself watched Gareth take a huge hit from the 
bong. 


Gareth stopped, grinned, tilted his head up, and let out a long 
plume of smoke. “ Yeah, I was a God at this back in my hometown.” 


“Where are you from?” Lana asked. 

Gareth passed the bong to Tucker. “Alpena.” 
“Never heard of it.” 

“Tt’s up in Michigan.” 


Tucker took a hit and passed the bong to Haruki. “I’ve 
vacationed a lot in Michigan when I was a kid, but I’ve never heard of 
Alpena. Is it in the U.P.?” 


“Tt’s the largest city in northeast Michigan.” 
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“Found it,” Lana said, showing Tucker a map on her phone. She 
then took a hit from the bong. 


“Oh, so it’s across from Traverse City.” Tucker fiddled with the 
zoom feature. “Yeah, I’ve never heard of it.” 


“Figures.” Gareth took another hit. “That’s one of reasons why I 
left—no one has heard of it, which means nothing comes in, which 
means there isn’t shit to do.” 


“What led you to Chicago?” Haruki asked. 


Gareth rolled his eyes. “Family issues, though I’ve been thinking 
about coming here for a long time.” 


They hard the front door slam. “GUYS! I NEED YOUR HELP 
WITH THE GROCERIES!” 


“Mom’s back,” Tucker said, rushing to the entrance. 
“You’re all related?” Gareth asked. 


Haruki laughed. “No, that’s just what we all call Mary. ‘Den 
Mother’ is more specific.” 


Tucker walked in with Mary, holding groceries with each hand. 
“Gareth, this is our Mom, Mary. Mom, this is our hero.” 


Gareth stood up. “Nice to meet you, ma’am,” he said, wobbling 
as he extended his hand. 


Mary looked at Gareth warily, put her groceries into one arm, 
and shook Gareth’s hand. She asked what they meant by ‘our hero’. 
Haruki explained what happened, and Mary perked up. 


“Oh, I’ve always wanted to meet a superhuman!” she said. 
“Well, welcome to our home, Gareth. You sound like you’ fit right in 
with us.” 


“Wait, I’m moving in?” Gareth asked. 
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“You totally should,” Haruki said. 
“T want you to,” Lana said. 


“Mary whistled at Tucker. “You guys figure it out. Tuck, I got 
more groceries in the car” 


They watched Mary and Tucker as they exited the house. Haruki 
and Lana looked back at Gareth with pleading eyes. 


“What?” Gareth asked. 
“Move in with us,” Haruki said. 
“Give into peer pressure,” Lana said. 


Gareth hummed. “You guys would be cool with that?” I just 
rolled into town a few hours ago—” 


“We? ll have fun learning about each other,” Haruki said. 


“Okay, but I’m pretty sure I have some warrants out on me for 
attacking that cop.” 


Lana laughed. “You think we’re gonna snitch?” 
Gareth smiled. “I guess this is my new home now.” 


Lana hugged Gareth. Mary and Tucker walked in, arms full of 
grocery bags. “He’s in!” she said. 


“Well, that’s nice to hear,” Mary said. “You’ll have to show me 
how you dye your hair like that sometime.” 


“Oh, it’s not dyed,” Gareth said. 
Haruki scratched Gareth’s head. “All natural.” 
“Well, kinda,” Gareth grinned. “Somewhat.” 


“T’m not following,” Mary said. 
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Gareth put his finger up. He took a deep breath, and closed his 
eyes. His hair turned from gray to brown, and his claws shrank into 
fingernails. 


Everyone stared. Gareth opened his eyes and shrugged. 


Mary broke the silence. “Cool trick, kid. And now that you’re 
moving in, I have to go make the ‘initiation’ meal.” 


Haruki, Lana, and Tucker moaned. Mary laughed and entered the 
kitchen. 


“What’s up?” Gareth asked. 


Lana handed Gareth the bong. “You’re about to find out why 
she’s called ‘Salt Chunk Mary’.” 


“Prepare your butthole,” Tucker said as he entered the kitchen. 


ok KK 


Sturgill looked through the peephole. Norman stood on the porch, hands 
in his pockets, looking around. Sturgill opened the door. 


“Norman, my man!” Sturgill and Norman slapped hands and 
hugged. “Glad you’re back home.” 


Norman shook his head. “Fuck man, J AM glad to be back in 
Illinois. Ohio’s a shithole.” 


“Just can’t gain any ground there?” Sturgill stepped to the side so 
Norman could enter the house. 


“Not with the resources | got. I don’t even think the place we’re 
at is worth our time.”” Norman looked around the living room. “I thought 
there would be a lot of you guys hanging around today.” 


“Nah, Upton has them out doing errands.” 


“Damn, I looking forward to seeing everyone again,” 
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Both of them heard ‘GET BACK IN THERE!’ come from the 
basement. 


“Who the hell is that?” 
Sturgill shook his head. “That would be Upton.” 


A huge crash followed. Sturgill and Norman remained still, 
listening to the smashing going down below. Norman mouthed ‘what the 
fuck?’ 


The noise stopped. Sturgill opened the basement door. “Yo, 
Upton? You alive down there?” 


“Somehow I am,” Upton yelled back. “Hold on a sec.” 
“Okay, but Norman’s here.” 

“SHIT! Okay, Pll be right up.” 

Sturgill closed the door. “Sorry for the hold up.” 
“What’s he doing down there?” Norman asked. 


“No clue. I’ve been out most of the day. I didn’t even know he 
was down there.” 


Upton emerged. He was covered in blood and had bruising 
around his neck. He smiled at Norman. 


“Hi, you’re Norman, right?” Upton extended his hand. “From 
our Ohio division?” 


Norman stared at him. Sturgill tapped him on his shoulder. “Hey, 


” 


man. 


Norman glared at him. “I’m not shaking his fucking hand! Look 


? 


at him 


Upton looked himself over. “Oh, shit,” he said. He wiped his 
hands on his jeans and re-presented his hand. Norman continued to glare 
at him. 
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Upton put down his hand. “Ready to have some fun later on?” 
Upton asked, smiling. 


Norman looked warily at Sturgill. “Well, I’m here, so I do want 
to do something.” 


Oh, we got something all right.” Upton took out his wallet and 
fished out three tickets. “You a Sox fan?” 


“Back when I was a kid, yeah.” 
“Same here—then I grew up. You into the Cubs?” 
Norman relaxed. “Yeah, I dig them.” 


“Then check it out.” Upton handed Norman the tickets. “You like 
those seats?” 


Norman’s eyes widened. “Man, you shouldn’t have!” Norman 
extended his hand. 


“This is the kind of shit I get with my money,” Upton shook 
Norman’s hand. “You guys chill for a sec. Let me wash up, and we’ll go 
downtown and get some dinner. 


Upton went upstairs. Norman slapped the tickets on his palm. 
“T’ve never been that close to Wrigley Field,” Norman said. 
“So, we good now?” Sturgill asked. 


Norman tensed up. “Ill stick around, yeah, but no offense, I’m 
not letting my guard down around that motherfucker.” 


Sturgill laughed. “Being in Ohio has made you soft if you’re 
letting your guard down in the first place.” 


ok KK 


The next night, at a bar in Lincoln Park, Lana pushed her way to the 
front of the stage. She caught her breath, and watched the band perform. 
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A punker came from her left and bashed into her. She hobbled back into 
the pit. She was hit by two other punkers, and fell to the floor. 


Gareth saw her fall out of the corner of his eye. He stopped 
moshing and made his way towards her. He pushed everyone out of his 
way, picked her up, put her arm around his shoulders, and forced his way 
to the bar. 


“You’re my hero now,” Lana said, giving Gareth a peck on his 
cheek. 


“Fuck, that’s a rough pit!” Gareth said, sitting her on the stool. 
“T’m having fun, but I was kinda hoping for something with more 
camaraderie.” 


“What do you mean?” Lana asked, taking the pick out of her 
pocket and started fluffing her afro. 


“Well, at the shows I would go to, if someone fell, they would 
get helped back up.” 


Lana waved her hand. “I’m sure someone would have helped 
me. You were just faster.” She looked around. “Where are the boys?” 


Gareth shrugged. The bartender came up to them. Gareth put up 
two fingers and ordered shots. 


Haruki and Tucker came out of the bathroom. Haruki’s eyes 
widened when he saw the dirt on Lana’s face. 


“Oh, shit! Are you alright?” Haruki asked, taking out a 
handkerchief and cleaning off her face. 


Lana nodded her head. “I’m good, thanks to him.” 


“She’s fine,” Gareth said. The shots arrived. “These will help her 
recover.” 


Lana shook her head. “No thanks.” 
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“T’ll take it, then,” Tucker said, sliding behind her. He grabbed 
one of the shots and drained it. He went for the other one. Gareth 
grabbed it and gulped it down. 


“You seriously want to do this?” Tucker asked. 


Gareth burped. “T’ll gladly take you on!” He slammed the glass 
down. 


“No, lets hit Boystown,” Haruki said, getting between them. 
“After this,” Tucker replied, looking for the bartender. 
“Bitch, we doing this, or what?” Gareth said, grinning. 
“YES!” Tucker yelled. “BARTENDER!” 

“Wow,” Lana took out her lipstick, “He’s fucking plowed.” 


“No, no, you guys,” Haruki said, putting his arms around Tucker 
and Gareth’s shoulder, drawing them into himself. “We’re getting bored 
here. We wanna head over to Boystown.” 


“But the shows not over yet!” Gareth said. 


“Yeah, but we’re really not into this type of music,” Tucker said. 
“We just came here because you kept going on about ‘Oh, J wanna go to 
a Chicago punk rock show!” 


“Tt’s everything I ever expected it to be!’ Gareth thought for a 


sec. “Okay, it’s close to everything I ever expected!” 

Haruki’s crossed his arms. “Well, good for you, but we wanna 
leave. After how things went down this morning, I’m actually surprised 
you want to do any physical activity.” 


Gareth’s mind flashed back to the previous night, where he was 
initiated into the household by eating Mary’s signature salt pork and 
beans, which gave him an upset stomach that very morning. “Yeah, let’s 
not talk about that.” He tapped Lana’s arm. “You’re having a good time, 
right?” 
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Lana nodded. 
“See, we’re at a stalemate.” 


“T’m having fun,” Lana said, “but I’ve been to shows like this 
hundreds of times, so I’m up for leaving too.” 


Gareth muttered ‘shit’. He then had an idea. “Where did you 
guys say you were going?” 


“Boystown,” Haruki said. 
“Okay, Pll meet you guys there after this is done.” 


Haruki looked at Lana, who shrugged. “Sure. Do you know 
where it is?” 


Gareth shook his head. 

“Tt’s on Halstead, part of Lakeview.” 

“Pll find you, don’t worry.” 

“How?” 

Gareth tapped his nose. “The same way I found you yesterday.” 


“Oh, bullshit!” Tucker yelled. “You just got lucky yesterday 
when you were wandering around!” 


“Hold still,’ Gareth said. He walked up to Tucker and started 
sniffing him. He lifted up Tuckers arm and sniffed his armpit. Tucker 
yanked his arm away. 


“Okay, I got your scent. You smell like that shitty cologne my 
cousin likes to wear when he goes out.” 


“Dude, fuck you!” 


“Tl find you,” Gareth put his hands on Tuckers shoulders and 
stared deeply into his eyes. “I'll always find you.” 
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“Even when you’re drunk as fuck?” Lana asked. 
Gareth thought about it for a second. “Yeah, I’m probably good!” 


“WHO’S THE ASSHOLE THAT’S BEEN YELLING FOR 
ME?!” the bartender yelled, coming out of the kitchen. 


“THIS GUY!” Gareth yelled, pointing at Tucker. 
“We’re going,” Haruki grabbed Tucker. “See you later.” 


“Take the Brown line to Belmont,” Lana said, getting up, “you 
can’t miss it then.” 


“Got it,” Gareth gave her a thumbs up. “Later.” He turned back 
to the bartender. “Another shot, please.” 


Gareth drained it. The band began their next song. Gareth 
burped, grinned, and ran back into the pit. He pushed people away until 
he made it the stage. He hopped on and started head banging. 


“GET OFF THE FUCKING STAGE!” the lead singer said. 


Gareth winked at the singer and jumped backwards onto the 
crown. He yelled ‘YEAH’, and raised his fist as he crowd surfed. 


Someone grabbed Gareth by his shoulder and yanked him to the 
floor. He felt numerous punkers begin to stomp him. He tried rolling 
away. Someone kicked him in the back, stunning him. The others 
continued stomping him. 


Gareth grabbed two pairs of feet that were coming for his head. 
He pushed back, sending his attackers into the crowd. He rolled away 
from another foot, twirled around, and double-kicked the punker in the 
stomach. 


He sprung onto his feet. The crowd backed away. Gareth took off 
his sweatshirt, tied it around his waist, and transformed. Some of the 
crowd screamed and ran for the front door. Others became stone-faced 
and braced themselves. The band stopped and ran for the back door. 
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Gareth grinned, wiped the blood dripping from his nose, snorted, 
and swallowed the rest. “COME ON, MOTHERFUCKERS!” Gareth 
yelled, raising his fists. 


One punker attacked. Gareth dodged, and spat in his eye. The 
punker recoiled, and the others attacked. Gareth punched two of them, 
and kicked the other in the groin, sending him to his knees and into a 
ball. He grabbed the punker he spit on by the arm, swung him into the 
other two, and threw him towards the bar. The punker smashed into the 
giant mirror behind the counter. The bartender shielded himself with his 
arm as he phoned the police. 


Here’s one venue I can probably never come back to, Gareth 
thought as he surveyed the scene. He sighed, yelled ‘SORRY’ at the 
bartender, and ran outside. Everyone was gathered on the sidewalk, 
huddled into various groups. 


“ATTENTION, EVERYONE!” Gareth yelled. The punkers 
closest to him quickly backed away. Others got out their phones and 
started recording him. “I NEED TO GET TO ‘BELLSTED’. NO, 
WAIT!” He snapped his fingers. “BELMONT! WHICH WAY TO 
LAKEVIEW?!” 


The punkers pointed to Gareth’s left. 


“THANKS, HOMIES!” Gareth yelled. He waved, and sped 
down the street. 


The punkers talked frantically amongst themselves. They 
stopped recording, and began uploading their videos and pictures onto 
their social media accounts. 


2K KK 


“That game was a blowout,” Sturgill said as he, Norman, and Upton 
walked down Halsted. 


“Yeah, it’s been awhile since the Cubs won like that,” Upton 
said. He elbowed Norman. “You have fun, Norm?” 
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Norman readjusted his new Cubs hat. “Hell yeah! That was 
almost better than a Blackhawks game!” 


“But not as bad as a Bears game, right?” Sturgill asked. 


They broke out into laughter. Sturgill slapped Upton on the back. 
Upton stopped and stiffened as pain shot through him. 


“Shit!” he mumbled, bending over and relaxing. The pain faded. 
“You cool, man?” Sturgill asked. 


“Upton shook his head. “Never had that happen,” he said, 
straightening up. He looked to his left and saw an alley. “Come on, I 
gotta check something out.” 


They walked to the end of the alley. “What’s up with you?” 
Norman asked. 


Upton grunted, and his tentacle popped out from under his shirt. 
“My tentacle hurts,” he said, grabbing it with both hands and examining 
it. 


“Maybe you used it too much during the game?” Sturgill said. 
“Or when you were practicing earlier?” 


Upton shook his head. “Yeah, maybe I overdid it.” 


“What were you doing with it?” Norman asked. “Picking 
pockets?” 


Upton snorted. He turned the tentacle end towards Norman. The 
metal covering shuttered open, revealing a lens. 


“Tt’s a camera,” Upton said. “The Doc wanted to try it out, and I 
actually thought it would be a good idea.” 


“Oh, so you can see and record shit with you mind?” 
Upton gave Norman a puzzled look. 


“What?” 
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“Fuck you talking about?” Upton took out his glasses. “I use 
these to see through the camera, stupid.” 


“Oh, okay,” Norman laughed. “That’s why you were wearing 
that geeky ass shit.” 


Upton handed him the glasses. “Try them on.” 


Norman put on the glasses. Upton activated the camera. Norman 
saw himself from an upward angle. 


“Nice,” Norman threw up gang signs. “How far can this thing 
go?” 


“You mean, ‘extend’?” Sturgill asked. 


“Whatever, man, just show me what you were doing during the 
game.” 


“You got it, Blackhawks,” Upton said, dropping his tentacle to 
the ground and allowing it to move down the alley. 


2k KK 


“Will you take that thing off, Tucker?” Lana said. “We’re not even close 
to the club.” 


Tucker tightened his mask. “I’m getting this party started right 
now. Fuck waiting for Gareth.” 


Lana vaped and rolled her eyes. Come on, Haruki, she thought, I 
hate babysitting him. 


Norman started laughing. “Having fun there, homie?” Sturgill 
asked. 


“Some guy around the corner is wearing a ninja mask and 
dancing around,” Norman replied. 


Upton took the glasses and put them on himself. He laughed. 
“Let’s get ourselves a private show, gentleman.” 
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Haruki came out of the tavern. He saw Tucker gyrating toward 
traffic. 


“Aw, ain’t that cute?” Haruki said. 
“Yeah, but it’s WRONG,” Lana said. 


A party bus honked its horn. The women on the bus cheered 
Tucker on. One of them threw beads, hitting him the chest. Tucker 
picked up the beads and raised them over his head in a victorious pose. 


Upton’s tentacle wrapped itself around Tuckers leg. Upton 
grunted, and the tentacle immediately retracted, dragging Tucker down 
the street. 


“TUCK!” Haruki yelled as he watched his boyfriend disappear 
into the alley. 


“DAMN, MAN!” Norman yelled as Upton held Tucker up in 
front of them by his leg. 


“You should see me when I go fishing,” Upton said. 
“LET ME GO!” Tucker yelled, swinging his fists frantically. 


Upton nodded, and dropped him. Tucker scrambled to his feet 
and raised his fists. 


“We like those moves you were showing off back there,” Sturgill 
said, crossing his arms as he moved behind Tucker. 


“Our friend here just moved back,” Upton pointed at Norman. 
“We were hoping you could do us a solid and give him a private show.” 


“HELL YEAH!” Norman yelled, clasping his hands. 


“Norm just loves drunk, muscular white boys who rock tight 
shirts.” 


Norman’s smile disappeared. “FUCK YOU, MAN!” he yelled, 
pushing Upton. 
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Upton laughed as he bumped into the building. “Come on, I 
know why you really want him here.” 


“NO, | WANTED—* 


Tucker punched Norman, sending him reeling against a 
dumpster. Upton had his tentacle wrap itself around Tuckers neck. 


“Holy shit,” Upton said, gesturing to Sturgill to put down his 
gun. “You have courage,” He squeezed Tuckers neck, “to fuck with a 
Rudkus.” 


“You’re...” Tucker wheezed, “A Russ?” 


“RUDKUS, MOTHERFUCKER!” Sturgill yelled, punching 
Tucker in the stomach. 


“Back off for a sec!” Upton yelled, bring Tucker closer to him. 
“You know any other motherfuckers in Chicago with powers like this?” 


Tucker held his stomach, alternating between coughing and 
wheezing. Upton released him. He immediately tried to stand up, but fell 
to his knees. 


“So, are you just not from around here, then?” Upton asked, 
getting down on one knee. 


“Tm...” Tucker looked up, “Godan.” 


Upton looked up at Sturgill, who gave him a confused look. 
“Woden?” 


“Tucker glared at him. “GO-DEN.” 

Upton giggled. “GO-DAN?” 

Tucker shook his head. “You nearly got it.” 

Norman kicked Tucker in the side. “FAGGOT ASS PUNK!” 


“HA! He got you good, man!” Upton said. 
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“TUCK!” a voice down the alley yelled. They looked up, and 
saw Gareth, with Haruki and Lana behind him. 


“Get out of the way, guys,” Gareth said. 
“One of them has a gun!” Lana yelled. 


Gareth dashed down the alley. Sturgill raised his gun. Lana 
screamed as she and Haruki got out of the entrance way and pressed 
themselves against the wall. Sturgill fired. Gareth dodged the bullets. 
Lana and Haruki both screamed as the windows in the store across the 
street were shattered by the gunfire. Gareth grabbed the gun, pistol- 
whipped Sturgill, and crushed the gun. 


Norman backed away and hid behind the dumpster. Upton stood 
up, eyes widened. He was amazed by Gareth’s speed. He then 
remembered Mysta telling him about her interest in giving him super 
speed. He got angry. 


“Hey, who the fuck are you?” he asked. 


Gareth glared at him. He dropped the crushed gun on top of 
Sturgill. 


“You aren’t a Rudkus,” Upton slowly moved his tentacle behind 
Gareth, “but you’re definitely a superhuman.” 


Gareth moved towards him. Upton stood his ground, frantically 
searching his mind for a clue of who Gareth was. 


“Did Mysta give you that speed? Huh?” 


Gareth lifted Tucker to his feet. “I have no clue what you’re 
going on about, man.” He leaned into Tuckers ear. “Ruki and Lana are 
out front. Ill take care of this.” 


“FUCK THAT!” Tucker yelled, pushing Gareth away. “HE’S 
MINE!” He charged Upton. 


“DUDE, NO!” 
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Upton used this opportunity to wrap his tentacle around Gareth’s 
waist. Tucker cocked his fist back. Upton brought Gareth forward, 
slamming him into Tucker. He then swung Gareth into a dumpster. 


“FUCK!” Norman yelled, jumping out from behind the 
dumpster. 


“PUSSY! Upton yelled. “Rudkus’s don’t hide!” He saw that 
Tucker was on his knees and elbows. He growled, and raised his foot 
above his head. 


Gareth stood up, grabbed the tentacle, and yanked Upton 
towards him. He threw a punch. Upton moved his head before Gareth’s 
fist connected. Gareth’s thumb claw scratched Upton’s cheek. 


“MOTHERFUCKER!” Upton yelled, making his tentacle 
instantly constrict Gareth’s waist, stunning him. He grabbed Gareth by 
the shoulders and kneed him in the crotch. 


“Come on, Tuck,” Haruki whispered, helping Tucker to his feet. 


Upton noticed them out of the corner of his eye. “I’m putting 
you all in the ground!” he yelled. 


“GO!” Gareth yelled, grabbing the tentacle. Haruki and Tucker 
both ran. 


Upton punched Gareth in the side of the head. Gareth laughed. 
“WHAT?!” Upton yelled. 


“T haven’t been kicked in the nuts since high school,” Gareth 
said, shaking his head. “I guess there is still a place on my body that 
hurts when weaklings hit it.” 


Upton grabbed Gareth by his shirt and wound up to punch him 
again. Gareth gripped the tentacle and crushed it. Upton felt like he had 
been shot. He screamed, and the tentacle tightened around Gareth. 
Gareth growled, and put his hands on the tentacle, trying to pry if off. 
Upton gripped his hair, and began crying. 
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“WHO’S THE PUSSY NOW?” Gareth yelled. He looked down 
at the tentacle and got an idea. He flattened his hand, raised it, and 
brought it down. His claws sliced through the metal. 


The most intense pain Upton had ever felt shot through him. He 
started to spasm. The tentacle loosened and fell to the ground. Gareth 
stepped away and looked over Upton, who was foaming at the mouth. 


“Wow, I really fucked you up, huh?” he said, putting his hands 
on his hips. He noticed that Upton’s pants were wet. He shook his head 
and snickered. 


Norman wrapped his arm around Gareth’s neck and drove his 
knife into Gareth’s side. Gareth screamed, and tried to whip him away. 
Norman held on while continuously stabbing him. 


Gareth grabbed Norman’s wrist as he went for another stab. He 
crushed his wrist. Norman released both Gareth and his knife and 
howled. 


“NICE TRY!” Gareth yelled, punching him. Norman fell to the 
ground. “Let's see how you well you can handle being stabbed!” Gareth 
flattened both of his hands, and drove his claws into Norman’s legs. 
Norman screamed, and tried to crawl away. 


“You're staying right here!” Gareth said, dragging him closer. 


Norman spit in Gareth’s face. Gareth felt the spit hit his lips. He 
took his claws out and wiped his mouth. Norman scrambled up and 
limped down the alley. Gareth leapt on him and began slashing his back. 
He barely heard Lana’s screams beneath his own roars as he watched 
Normans clothing, flesh, and blood splatter all around him. He heard 
‘Gare, stop!’ but assumed it was Norman, which made him slash away 
faster. 


A piece of concrete hit him in the forehead. He looked up, and 
saw Lana yelling at him. He stopped attacking Norman and calmed 
down. 


Gareth rubbed his forehead. “Ouch.” 
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“COME ON, GET UP!” Lana said, grabbing him by the arm and 
leading him down the alley “God, are you...look at you!” 


Gareth looked down at himself when they emerged onto the 
street. His shirt was covered in blood. “I’m good,” he said, taking off his 
shirt and using it to wipe his hands, arms, and face off. 


Lana gasped, and backed away. 
“That bad?” Gareth asked. 


“ “That bad’?!”” Lana took a deep breath. “How are you even 
standing right now?!” 


“T can take a lot of punishment.” 
Lana came closer. “Hold still, I’m a nurse. I don’t think—* 


“Watch this trick,” Gareth interrupted. He clasped his hands 
together and grunted. Lana’s eyes widened as she watched the stab 
wounds close and the bruises disappear. 


“A healing factor comes in handy in these types of situations,” 
Gareth said, smiling. 


“WE’RE GOING! Lana said, grabbing Gareth’s and hand. 
Gareth stuffed his blood soaked shirt into a trash can. Lana led them to 
Haruki and Tucker, who were chilling on a nearby stoop. 


“Gare, are you all right?” Tucker asking, rubbing his eyes. 
“I’m fine. I should be asking you if you’re all right.” 


Lana tried hailing a cab. Tucker took his hands away, revealing a 
black eye. “They made me look like half a raccoon!” 


Gareth smiled. “I can finish the job if you want it to match.” 


A cab pulled up. “IN, IN!” Lana said, ushering everyone along. 
Gareth put on his sweatshirt and squished in the back. 


“Take us to Bridgeport,” Lana said. 
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“WHAT?!” Tucker yelled, re adjusting himself. “No, we gotta hit 
the club!” 


“What?! You’re in no condition to go dancing!” 
“Tam,” Gareth said. 


Lana glared. “I know you are, you freak! Tuck isn’t a 
superhuman, though.” 


“Sir, please stop thrashing around,” the cabbie said to Tucker 
“One of us should have sat up front,” Haruki muttered. 


Tucker glared at the cabbie. “Do you know who I am?!” He 
lifted the mask he had hanging around his neck. “I’m Godan, bitch!” 


Gareth reached over and patted Tuckers shoulder. “Chill, dude. 
Take us to the club, sir.” 


The cabbie put up his hands. “WHAT CLUB?!” 
“We’re going home!” Lana said. 

“Take us to Frankfurt,” Haruki said. 

“GUYS!” Lana glared back-and-forth. “NO!” 

“T say we vote,” Gareth said. “We cool with that?” 
Lana sighed. “I’m gonna lose.” 

“That’s democracy. All in favor of going to the club?” 


Gareth, Tucker, and Haruki raised their hands. The cabbie raised 
his hand as well. 


“Sir, no offense, but your vote doesn’t really count here,” Haruki 
said. 


The cabbie shrugged. “Either way, I get paid.” 
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Lana looked into Tuckers eyes. “Tuck, sweetie, are you 
absolutely sure you’re up for this?” 


Tucker put his head down. He took a deep breath, re-tied his 
mask to his face, and clenched his fists. 


“T’m always up for dancing!” Tucker yelled, extending his 
around Haruki and Lana’s shoulders, smiling. 


Lana looked at the cabbie. “Frankfurt, please.” 


The cabbie muttered ‘Christ’. On the way, Gareth asked them 
about the Rudkus’s. Haruki explained that the Rudkus's were a super 
powered gang who hailed from the Back of the Yards neighborhood on 
Chicago’s south side. He then went into various stories about them that 
he either heard from friends or from the local news. Haruki admitted that, 
since they personally never encountered a Rudkus until tonight, he and 
Tucker thought after they first met Gareth at Critical Mass that he was 
possibly a member. Gareth also asked them if they heard of someone 
called “Mysta”. Tucker said he heard of a company called Mysta, but did 
not know what they did. 


“How about you, sir?” Gareth asked the cabbie. “Got any 
Rudkus experiences to share?” 


“NO!” the cabbie said, shaking his head frantically. He pulled up 
to the curb. “We’re here.” 


Lana paid the cabbie and they got out. Haruki and Tucker rushed 
inside. The cabbie drove off with a squeal. 


“Jeez, it’s not like I’m an undercover cop or anything,” Gareth 
said, scratching his head. 


“Well, we’re here,” Lana wrapped her arm around Gareth’s. 
“Let’s not think about Chicago’s most ferocious gangbangers.” 


“You’ve really come around.” 
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Lana paid the bouncer. “I adapt pretty quickly to the flow of 
things.” 


She led him inside. They moved to the side and looked around 
for Haruki and Tucker. Gareth marveled at all the party people—the 
majority of whom were in costume—the two stages that had burlesque 
dancers performing on them, and the DJ who was hyping up the crowd 
with the wildest electronic music that he had ever heard. 


Lana dragged him onto the dance floor next to Haruki and 
Tucker.. Haruki was grinding against Tucker. Tucker had his hands 
underneath Haruki’s shirt, and was kissing his neck. Lana began dancing 
with Gareth, who awkwardly shuffled about. 


“Got no moves?” Lana asked. 
“T’m better in the pit,” Gareth replied. 


Lana unzipped Gareth’s sweatshirt. She put her arms around his 
neck and started grinding against him. Gareth grabbed her ass and 
pressed himself against her. 


“There you go, baby,” Lana said. 


Gareth leaned in and kissed her. The music stopped. Gareth 
heard Lana moan. The music started again as they kissed each other more 
deeply. 


ok KK 


Upton suddenly woke up. He was in an operating room, lying on his 
stomach. He felt completely refreshed and full of energy. He turned onto 
his side. He saw Sturgill sitting in a chair, his head bandaged, and 
holding an ice pack to his wound. Norman was unconscious on the other 
operating table, also faced down. Doctor Mysta was working on her 
computer. 


“Yo, where are we?” Upton asked, looking around as he sat up. 
“This isn’t your lab.” 
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“This is one of my satellites,” Mysta said, turning her chair 
around to face him. 


“We should be at your lab.” 


“That was where IJ told Sturgill you would be going after he 
called to have you guys picked up.” Mysta stood up, grabbing a small 
metal case on her desk. Upton looked over at Sturgill, who nodded. “T 
then realized that I left the serum at this lab, so I had the driver redirect 
to here.” 


“Serum?” 
“Yes. How do you feel?” 
“Peachy. What did you do to me?” 


Mysta opened the case, revealing two syringes. “I gave you a 
shot of my Alkaline Radicals.” 


Upton gave her a confused look. “The fuck is a ‘Radical’?” he 
asked, standing up. 


“Tt increases healing, durability, speed, and strength, both in the 
short and long term.” 


“So it’s a steroid?” 


Mysta waved her finger. “It’s beyond that. It immediately 
increases all I just mentioned. That’s why you’re back on your feet 
despite getting beat down like you did.” 


Upton growled. He reached his hand behind himself. He touched 
the base of his tentacle. Pain shot through him. He cringed. 


“Yeah, don’t do that. Your battle with your gray opponent 
showed me that having the tentacles so directly fused with your nervous 
system was a terrible idea.” 


Upton looked Mysta directly in the eyes. “This gray guy—‘“ 
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“Sturgill filled me in.” 


“HEY!” Upton slammed his hands against the table. “IS HE 
ONE OF YOUR EXPERIMENTS?!” 


Mysta shook her head. “Sturgill asked me the same thing. I 
checked my records, and there was no one of that description listed.” 


They were interrupted by Norman groaning loudly and shifting 
on the table. 


“Why isn’t he up and about?” Upton asked. 


“T just gave him morphine. I’m not going to waste any radical on 
a non-superhuman Rudkus.” 


Upton gritted his teeth. “Fuck that lame motherfucker!” 
He saw a nearby mirror. He walked up to it and saw the cuts and 


bruised that covered his body. “I want to go through with 
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‘mechanization’. 
Mysta raised her eyebrow. “Oh?” 
“How long will it take?” 


“Based on current enhancements,” Mysta hummed, “‘and some 
new things I would like to try out if you’re up for it—* 


“T want whatever it takes to get stronger.” 


Mysta smiled. “A little over a year. Anything shorter would 
produce undesirable results.” 


“Fine. When are we gonna start?” 
Norman moaned loudly again. He mumbled a prayer. 
“SHUT UP!” Upton yelled. 


Mysta took out a syringe. “We can start now. Extend your arm.” 
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Upton did so. Mysta took hold, and inject the rest of the Alkaline 
Radicals into him. She took out the syringe and stepped back. 


Upton watched as blood came out of the puncture wound. His 
eyes widened as the wound then closed. 


“Here we go,” Mysta said. She took out her phone and started 
recording. 


Upton’s arm muscles instantly bulked up. Warmth washed over 
him as his pecks and abs also became enlarged. 


Mysta put up two fingers. “How many fingers am I holding up?” 
Upton snapped to attention. “What? Two.” 

“Okay, you’re still with us. Good.” 

Upton flexed his arms. “What are you talking about?” 


“T lessened the potency in the dose I gave you, to test the extent 
of its healing properties.” She circles Upton, recording every inch of him 
with her phone. “Seems like this potency also doesn’t induce the same 
type of rage the regular dose does.” 


Norman moaned again. Upton growled, cracked his knuckles, 
and walked over to him. He flipped Norman upright. 


“«,_.dark times, God,” Norman mumbled, “be there—“* 


Upton put his fist through Norman’s chest. Norman coughed 
violently. Upton pulled out a lung. He smiled, tossed the lung aside, and 
wound his fist back again. He put his entire weight into the punch, 
creating another hole in Norman’s chest, and punching straight through 
the table. 


Upton breathed heavily as he watched Norman die. He turned his 
head back towards Mysta. 


“Go ahead,” Mysta said, steadying her phone, “destroy him.” 
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Upton nodded, and started rapidly punching Norman’s corpse. 
Sturgill jumped out of his chair and ran across the room as blood 
splattered everywhere. Upton grabbed Norman’s arms and, with a bit 
more effort, ripped them off. He did the same with his legs. Finally, he 
clasped his hands together, raised them above his head, and bought them 
down onto Norman’s skull, crushing it. 


“Excellent,” Mysta said, ending her recording. 


2K KK 


“We’re almost there, you guys,” Haruki said, cradling Tuckers head, 
“chill out.” 


Lana readjusted herself on Gareth’s lap and continued making 
out with him. Haruki snickered. He saw their house up ahead. He woke 
Tucker up, instructed the cabbie where to pull over, and they got out. 


“Well, I had fun tonight,” Gareth said, putting his arm around 
Lana’s waist. 


“Tt’s far from over,” Lana said, stroking Gareth’s chest. 
YES, Gareth thought. He slapped Lana’s ass. 


“OW!” Lana yelled, jumping forward, holding her cheek. “You 


? 


poked me 


Gareth scratched his head, confused. “That’s what I thought I 
was about to do.” 


“You put a hole in my pants!” Lana put a finger in the rip. She 
winced, pulled out her finger, and saw it was covered in blood. “And you 
stabbed me!” 


Gareth looked at his claws. “Whoops.” 


“HEY! You two!” Tucked said, opening the front door. “STOP 
YOUR BITCHING!”’ 
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“Silence!” Haruki said, covering Tuckers mouth. “You'll wake 
Salt Chunk Mary.” 


“Asshole,” Lana mumbled, walking towards the door. 


“Wait, I can change!” Gareth said, his claws retracting and his 
hair turning brown as he returned to normal. 


“You’re hotter with gray hair,” Lana said, closing the door. 


Gareth face palmed himself. “Nothing can ever work out 
perfectly,” he mumbled. 


He entered the house. Tucker was passed out on the couch. 
Haruki came out of the kitchen with a glass of water in one hand, and 
small trash can in the other, and a bottle of ibuprofen underneath his 
chin. 


“Well, I fucked up,” Gareth said. 


“Do you know how to sew?” Haruki asked, putting the water on 
the table and the trash can next to Tucker. 


Gareth shook his head. “Negative.” 


Haruki let the ibuprofen drop down his chest. “Buy her a patch 
tomorrow,” he caught the bottle and put it next to the water, “and all will 
be forgiven.” 


“Gotcha.” Gareth looked down at Tucker. “So, what was he 
talking about earlier? What’s ‘Godan’?” 


“Oh, Tuckers a mythology nerd. He’s especially interested in all 
things Norse.” Haruki covered Tucker with a blanket. “He’s also Italian, 
and I guess when he learned that ‘Godan” is the name that some Italian 
tribe worshipped Odin by, so he latched onto it.” 


Tucker grunted and shifted. His mask slid down onto his chin. 


“That’s cool,” Gareth said. “And the superhero gimmick?” 
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Haruki untied the mask. “I guess he came up with it at some 
Halloween party back when he was a teen.” He walked up to Gareth. “I 
don’t know, it’s weird. I love him anyway.” 


Haruki twirled the mask. He looked Gareth in the eyes and 
smiled. Gareth nodded, and smiled back. 


“What?” Gareth asked. Haruki tried putting the mask on him. 
Gareth ducked his head. “Hey now!” 


“Sorry, I think it would look good on you.” Haruki said. 
Gareth snickered. “Thanks, but I’m good with my own identity.” 


Haruki put his arms around Gareth’s neck and pressed himself 
against him. 


“Uh, hi,” Gareth said. 


“Thanks for being there tonight,” Haruki said. “I’m glad we met 


” 


you. 
Gareth nodded. “It’s good to be here.” 
“You don’t deserve to be alone tonight.” 


Gareth sighed. “I was thinking the same thing when I was 
coming into the house.” 


“Well, I don’t want to be alone tonight either.” 


Haruki slid his fingers into Gareth’s hair. He pulled his head 
forward, and they kissed. Gareth wrapped his arms around Haruki’s waist 
and pressed him closer. 


“That was the reaction I was hoping for,” Haruki said. 
“Say what?” Gareth asked. 
“Nothing.” Haruki locked lips with Gareth again, and then pulled 


away. “Let’s go to bed.” 
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Haruki intertwined his fingers with Gareth’s. He dropped 
Tuckers mask on the table and led them up the stairs. 


2K KK 


One Year Later 


The Rudkus slid his shoes on and opened the door. He put his hand into 
his front pocket. 


“This yours, Chris?” the woman behind him asked, holding up a 
cell phone. 


“Tt is,” Chris said, taking the cell phone and hugging the woman. 
“Thanks, Ill see ya next week.” 


He walked down the stairs. He looked at his phone and saw that 
his contact had called a few minutes ago. He dialed the number. 


“Hey, what’s up?” Chris asked as he turned the corner. “Yeah, 
I’m ready for the next delivery.” 


A figure was watching him on a rooftop. He cracked his 
knuckles and put up his hood. 


“Hey, this was the fifth delivery I’ve done tonight,” Chris said. “I 
deserve a break!” 


The figure hopped onto another rooftop. He picked up a brick 
that had come loose from a derelict chimney. 


“BULLSHIT! We can afford more runners, and fuckin’ Upton 
knows it!” 


The figure threw the brick, hitting Chris in the side of the head, 
smashing his hand and destroying the phone. Chris fell to the ground. 


The figure jumped down to the street. He walked up to Chris and 
began rifling through the gangbangers pockets. Chris looked up, and 
through the various colors flashing before his eyes, saw the figure going 
through his wallet. 
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“Four hundred bucks,” the figure said. “That’ll pay for rent and a 
couple of rounds tonight.” He searched Chris’s front pockets and 
discovered a dime bag. He sniffed it and smiled. “If there’s one good 
thing I can say about you Rudkus’s, it’s that you got some quality green.” 


The figure began walking away. Chris regained his composure, 
and sat up. He released his tentacle, and shot it towards the figure. 


“HOLD UP!” he yelled, wrapping the tentacle around the figures 
waist. 


Shit, the figure thought. He watched Chris struggle to his feet. I 
should have aimed more carefully. 


“Gimme my shit back!” Chris said. He tried to drag the figure 
towards him. His tentacle gave a small tug. 


“If I did that,” the figure raised his hand, “how would I ever 
make a living in this town?” 


The figure let his hand down, slicing through the tentacle. Chris 
said “What the fuck?!” as his tentacle fell to the ground and withered. 
The figure rushed Chris, punching him in the stomach. His hood fell 
back. 


Chris fell to his knees. The figure unwrapped the tentacle that 
was still around his waist and dropped it. He got down on one knee, put 
his hand underneath Chris’s chin, and tipped his head up. 


“You,” Chris coughed, “bitch!” 

“T prefer being called ‘The Gray Wolf’,” Gareth said, grinning. 
Chris’s eyes widened. “Shit.” 

Gareth stood up and began walking away. “Stay in school, kid.” 
“T’m twenty,” Chris said. 


Gareth looked back at him. “Go to community college, then. Just 


ikea 


stop being a stupid fucking gangbanger 
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Gareth turned the corner and ran down the street. He went into 
top speed when he got onto Clark. A few minutes later he was going 
through downtown. He started humming Kanye West’s “All of the 
Lights” as he slightly slowed down to admire the cityscape. As he exited 
downtown, he went back to top speed. Soon enough, he was back in 
Bridgeport. 


He stopped back in front of his house. He dusted himself off, 
took a deep breath, and went inside. 


“Guess who got out of work early!” Gareth said. 


“The only guy in this house that ever gets out early?” Lana 
asked, turning herself over onto her stomach and resting her head on the 
couches armrest. 


“DING! DING!” Gareth said, lifting himself over the couch with 
one arm. 


Lana quickly crunched up so Gareth wouldn’t land on her legs. 
“Why you get out early this time?” 


“Because I’m that good. You should really give the bouncing 
profession a try.” 


Lana turned over onto her back. “My nursing career is fulfilling 
enough, thank you,” she said, putting her feet onto Gareth’s lap. 


“Here’s the rent,” Gareth took out the money he stole and handed 
three hundred of it. He dug out the weed and tossed it between her 
breasts. “And here’s a token of our eternal friends with benefits 
relationship.” 


Lana laughed. “You’re too sweet.” 


Gareth watched Netflix with Lana, waiting for Haruki and 
Tucker to return from their jobs. Gareth took off Lana’s socks and rubbed 
her feet. 


“Oh, baby,” Lana sighed, closing her eyes. 
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“Call me the Big Bad Wolf.” 
“Never gonna happen—stop dreaming.” 


“Pll convince you eventually.” Gareth traced his claws on Lana’s 
thigh. She giggled and told him to stop. 


Haruki and Tucker entered the house. They were both covered in 
grease. 


“Yo, guys,” Gareth looked them over, “you bring home dinner?” 


Tucker took off his work shirt, crumbled it up, and threw it at 
Gareth. “Bon appétit, dickhead.” 


Gareth sniffed it. “Chick soup. Nice.” 
“What happened out there?” Lana asked. 
“Twins,” Haruki said. 

“Autistic twins,” Tucker added. 

“We don’t know that.” 

“T’m taking an educated guess.” 


Haruki rolled his eyes. “Big family. We both served them. The 
twins freaked out and threw their soups on us. I had to stop flathead here 
from slapping them.” 


Gareth and Lana were both laughing. 


“No, I wanted to slap the parents,” Tucker said, “and tell them 
that this is what happens when you vaccinate your stupid kids!” 


Gareth and Lana laughed harder. Haruki punched Tucker in the 
arm and ordered him to go take a shower. 


“So yeah, I got tipped big tonight.” Gareth flashed the one 
hundred dollar bill. “Drinks are on me.” 
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“Drinks and snacks,” Haruki said. “We got invited to a midnight 
house party in Wrigleyville.” 


“Sweetness!” Gareth slapped Lana’s leg. “You’re my date 
tonight.” 


Lana stretched. ‘Nah, I’m too tired.” 


Haruki heard the water running. “I’m gonna go clean up with 
Tuck.” He started ascending the stairs. “Well get dinner and bar hop 
before we head over.” 


“You should clean up too,” Lana said to Gareth. 


Gareth slumped, and continued rubbing her feet. “I showered 
four days ago. I’m good.” 


Lana made vomiting sounds. “I should start wearing a biohazard 
suit when we fuck.” 


Gareth smiled. “Would that mean I wouldn’t have to wear 
rubbers anymore?” 


Sturgill shook Upton awake. “Hey, one of our delivery guys needs to talk 
to you.” 


Upton groaned and rubbed his eyes. “Why exactly do they need 
to talk to me? I’m not in charge of their shit.” 


“He claims that he’s seen what the Gray Wolf looks like.” 


Upton slammed his head on his pillow and closed his eyes. “We 
all know it’s a white guy with a hood.” 


“Yeah, but he says he saw his face.” 
Upton sat back up. “Okay, let him in.” 


Sturgill walked over to the lab door and opened it. Chris walked 
in, gawking at the equipment. 
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“All right, let’s hear it,” Upton said. 


Chris told Upton what occurred and described what the Gray 
Wolf looked like. He then mentioned that his tentacle was cut in half. 


Upton put his hand up. “Hold on, he cut your tentacle in half?” 
Chris nodded. “I thought they were unbreakable.” 

“Are you sure he didn’t slice it in half with his hand?” 

“What? I couldn’t really see that well—* 

Upton growled. “Turn around and lift up your shirt.” 


Chris did so. Upton told him to extend his tentacle out. Chris did 
so, and Upton took a hold of the tentacle and took out his own. 


“Hold still,’ Upton said. A needle came out of the end of Upton’s 
tentacle. He pierced the back of Chris’s neck. Chris gasped. His eyes 
rolled back, and his body stiffened. 


“Howdy, boys,” Mysta said, entering the lab. She stopped when 
she saw what was going on. “Good timing on my part,” she said, 
whipping out her phone. 


Upton closed his eyes. He shuffled through Chris’s mind until he 
found the encounter between him and the Gray Wolf. Gareth’s grinning 
face appeared. Upton clenched his fists. 


“BASTARD!” Upton yelled. He retracted his tentacle. Chris 
gasped for breath, and collapsed. 


“Get him out of here,” Mysta said to Sturgill, who nodded and 
dragged Chris out. She walked up to Upton. “So, how did the ‘psychic’ 
component work directly on a person?” 


Upton shook violently, grinding his teeth. 


“Well, I do know that kid fainting like that isn’t a good thing. We 
should try—“ 
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“IT know who the Gray Wolf is now,” Upton said. 
“So you saw the memory perfectly?” 


“Tt was the guy from last summer—the one who fucked us up. 
He’s the one that’s been robbing our delivery boys all this time!” He 
looked around. “STURGILL!” 


Sturgill ran back into the lab. “Yeah, boss?” 


“The Gray Wolf may still be prowling around. I want every 
Rudkus in Chicago with an Eye Cam to have them activated for the rest 


? 


of the night! I want this punk dead, and I want to see it happen 
“On it!” 


Sturgill left the room. Upton took off his shirt. “Get me my dose 
of Radicals,” he said to Mysta. 


“T told you a hundred times before, so I’Il tell you again,” Mysta 
said. “The mechanization process if far from finished. You’re going to 
tear yourself apart if you use—” 


“Youll just have to put me back together, then,” Upton said. He 
entered the bathroom and closed the door. 


2K KK 


Gareth felt another hand go through his hair. He swatted it away. The 
man apologized, told him he was cute, and asked Gareth if it was dyed. 
Gareth told him to fuck off and returned to his drink. 


“Man, you’re savage,” Tucker said, laughing. 


Gareth shook his head. “I’m just sick of these creeps always 
feeling me up.” 


“Well, you should probably go out in your ‘normal mode’ if you 
don’t want to get hassled. It’s not like there are tons of twenty- 
something’s walking around with old man hair.” 
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A group of girls walked by and complimented Tucker on his 
mask. Tucker thanked them, and called them ‘darlings’ 


“Tf you don’t like drunken bachelorettes hassling you, then you 
shouldn’t wear your Godan mask in public,” Gareth said. 


“Tt’s not the same. I Jove the attention.” 
“Unless one of them grabs your butt.” Gareth took a swig. 


“That was only one time, and that woman was really old, 
disgusting, and awful!” Tucker put his arm around Gareth’s shoulder, and 
put his fingers through his hair. “Does this make you mad?” 


ikea 


“No, because you’re my friend. You’re totally allowed to do 
this.” 


“Anytime?” 


Gareth tried to take a sip of his beer. Some of it dribbled down 
his chin. “There are certain times I would prefer you not, but yeah.” 


They remained still for a second. Gareth checked his phone, and 
saw that they had 30 minutes until the party was to start. 


“T just realized something,” Tucker said. 


Have you finally realized your boyfriend and I have been 
fucking whenever you’re not around? Gareth thought. 


“We’ve talked about it, kind of, but I’ve never thanked you for 
saving my ass last summer.” 


Way to let me down again, Tuck, Gareth thought. “It’s cool.” 
Gareth sat up. “I could tell you were thankful.” 


“No, you couldn’t.” 
“Uh-huh.” 


“You got mind reading powers, too?” 
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“No, I’m just perceptive.” 


Tucker stood up. Gareth drained the rest of his beer. Tucker took 
off his mask, looked at it, and wrapped it around Gareth’s face. 


Gareth sighed. “You’re not that drunk, Tuck.” 
“T know.” 
“Why must you do this to me?” 


“Cause you’re actually a hero.” Tucker put his hand on Gareth’s 
shoulder. ““You got the powers for it.” 


Gareth pulled the mask down onto his neck. “You don’t need 
powers to be a hero. You could be a hero right now, actually.” 


“Really? Tell me how. I'm anxious to get this legend going.” 


Gareth saw Haruki come into the bar. Thank God, Gareth 
thought. 


Tucker rubbed Gareth’s head. “Come on, tell me!” 


“How are you guys holding up?” Haruki asked, getting between 
them. 


“T was about to tell Tuck that if he really wanted to be a hero, he 
would purchase the forties and snacks on the way to the party.” 


“They’re gonna have a keg, though.” 


“Lover,” Tucker said, putting his arms around Haruki’s hip and 
pulling him close. “We talked about it while you were on the phone, and 
based on past experiences with keggers, we’ve concluded that the beer is 
probably gonna suck.” 


Haruki looked at him strangely. “And forty ounces are gonna be 
any better?” 


“Tt won’t be Miller or Coors, at least.” 
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Haruki glared at Gareth, then noticed Tucker’s mask handing 
around his neck. “Aw, he finally convinced you to wear it!” 


“Let’s not talk about this,” Gareth said. “Did you get in contact 
with your friends?” 


“Yep, let’s get going.” Haruki took them by the hands and led 
them outside. They walked down Halsted. “The party’s going to start in 
an hour instead.” Haruki hooked arms with Gareth and Tucker. “But 
they’re cool with us coming over early.” 


“Shit, I just remembered,” Haruki said, “we should have brought 
weed.” 


“They’ll probably have that—and molly.” 


Wonder how will my healing factor react to that? Gareth thought. 
He spotted a convenience store up ahead. “There’s a store. Let’s load 
up ! ” 


Fold and Erie stood in the doorway of the closed boutique. Erie 
saw Gareth, Haruki, and Tucker coming towards them. He nudged Fold. 
“We got another gray-hair coming up.” 


Fold hummed. “Better not be another old fuck.” 


“Just look.” Erie nodded towards Gareth as they crossed the 
street. 


“Well, he looks like the right age.” He activated his camera eyes 
and psychic link. “Boss, we got another one for you to check out.” 


“Tt better not be another old fuck!” Upton said. 


Fold laughed. “You’ve read my mind!” He looked directly at 
Gareth and zoomed in as he was an impersonation in the parking lot for 
Haruki and Tucker. “He’s the guy dancing around—looks about our age.’ 


? 


“Dancing?” Upton muttered. He relaxed himself and 
concentrated, fully making Fold’s vision his own. He saw a gray haired 
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figure twirling around. The figure stopped, revealing Gareth, laughing, 
giving a thumbs up. 


“Tt’s him,” Upton said. Fold told him he did not hear what he 
said. He slammed his fist on the table. “THAT’S HIM!!!” 


“Jesus!” Fold yelled, holding his ears. “Not so loud!” 


“Did you find him?” Mysta asked, looking up from her 
magazine. 


Upton ignored her. “Where are you right now?” 
“A convenience store on Halstead, Boystown.” 
“Boystown,” Upton repeated. 


“That’s near one of my labs,” Mysta got up. “How’s Fold going 
to go after him?” 


Upton glared at her. “Shut up! Fold, is he still there?” 
“He just went inside with his friends. Want us to go after him?” 
“No, keep your distance. You got a gun on ya?” 


“T don’t. You got a gun, Erie?” Erie shook his head. “Neither of 
us got a gun.” 


“T can help you with guy with that.” Mysta interrupted. 
Surprised, Upton turned around and saw Mysta with a headset on. 


“Boss, who’s that?” Fold asked. 


“Never mind my identity, and listen.” Mysta paced around the 
lab. “I?ll send you the biggest gun I have in my Lakeview lab to your 
location, but I need you guys to do something for me.” 


Fold looked at Erie, confused. “Um, boss?” 


“Just do as she says,” Upton said. 
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“T want you guys to kill everyone in that store, you hear me? Not 
just the Gray Wolf.” Mysta began typing a text. “My assistants will be 
over there in a few minutes with a truck to retrieve the bodies.” 


Fold eyes widened. “Gotcha...other boss.” 


Upton closed his eyes and concentrated. “Get closer to the store 
and watch them until the assistants arrive. Got that?” 


“Got it, boss.” 


“Keep your camera eyes and psychic link going. I want to see it 
all go down.” 


“Got it.” The link went silent. Fold nodded to Erie, and they 
began crossing the street. Fold rubbed his temples, hoping to stop the 
throbbing. 


Tucker entered the candy section. He stopped himself, muttered “Shit!”’, 
and turned right back around. 


Haruki took out an orange juice. He saw Tucker power walking 
back to the beer section. 


“Honey, what’s the rush?” 


“T forgot the Colt 45’s!” Tucker said, putting down the basket 
and opening the door. 


A white moving truck blared its horns and entered the parking 
lot. 


“That them?” Erie asked. 
Fold shrugged. “I don’t know, man.” 


Gareth walked up to Haruki. I’m good to go, boys.” 
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Haruki looked down at Gareth’s basket. It was filled entirely 
with forties. 


“You guys,” Haruki looked back and forth at Gareth and Tucker. 
“T think you’re going way overboard.” 


“Tt’s never enough!” Tucker said, putting two Colt 45’s into his 
basket. 


Three figures wearing black hazmat suits exited the vehicle. 


“You these ‘assistants’ we were told about?” Fold asked the 
driver as the other two ran to the back. 


“YES.” the Assistant said in a robotic voice. 


Both Fold and Erie were taken aback. “How are you supposed to 
help us? 


“BRING SUPPLIES. TRANSPORT CARGO.” 
Fold looked at Erie. Erie mouthed “What the fuck?” 


Haruki bent down and took out two forties from the basket. “I 
am not dragging you home tonight. Chill out.” 


“T’ll be in complete control,” Tucker said. 


Gareth snorted. “Until you feel like whipping a bottle out the 
window.” 


“Your creepy android act is starting to piss me off,” Fold said, 
cracking his knuckles. 


The back of the van was opened. Five more black hazmat-clad 
figures exited the vehicle and formed a line. Two of them stumbled out, 
each carrying the end of a giant minigun. 


“USE THIS.” The Assistant said. “KILL EVERYONE IN 
BUILDING.” 


Fold rolled his eyes. “I can’t pick that shit up.” 
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The Assistant took a metal box out of his pocket and opened it, 
revealing syringes. “INJECT ALKALINE RADICALS.” 


Fold smiled. “Oh, it’s gonna be that kind of party.” 
“SHUT UP. INJECT, MORON.” 
Erie burst out laughing. Fold growled. 


Gareth laughed as Haruki put two bottles of orange juice into 
Tuckers basket. 


“Just what do you think you’re doing?” Tucker asked. 


“T’m using my ‘concerned boyfriend’ card and telling you that 
you can have equal amounts of alcoholic and non-alcoholic drinks.” 


Tucker snapped his fingers. “Add vodka to them, and we’ll have 
Screwdrivers!” 


Fold injected the Radicals. Erie stepped back. Fold clenched his 
fists as his muscles instantly bulged. He took a deep breath, and relaxed. 


“BEGIN NOW,” the Assistant said. 
Fold punched the Assistant, sending him into the truck. 


“Shithead,” Fold mumbled as he watched the Assistant slump to 
the ground. None of the other Assistants reacted. Fold grabbed the 
minigun and walked towards the convenience store entrance. 


“Guys, guys,” Gareth said, coming between them, “this can all 
be solved if we just forgot about the alcohol and went with drinking 
Faygo instead.” 


Tucker and Haruki stared at him. Gareth grinned. 
“Juggalo solutions won’t help us here,” Tucker said. 


Gareth shrugged. “It did when I was growing up.” 
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Fold kicked one of the doors off its hinges, sending it flying into 
a shelf. 


“HEY, GRAY WOLF!” Fold yelled, steadying himself and the 
gun. 


Gareth froze in place. Haruki and Tucker stood up and looked 
towards the front. Gareth and Fold locked eyes. 


“There you are,” Fold aimed at Gareth. “Upton sends his 
regards.” 


Gareth wrapped his body around Haruki and turned around. He 
felt Tucker do the same to him while pushing them to their knees. Fold 
began firing at them. Gareth saw the glass shatter around them. Drinks 
sprayed everywhere. He then felt the bullets begin to enter him. He bit 
down on his lip. He looked up at Tucker, whose face was frozen in terror. 
A bullet shattered his skull. Gareth’s teeth went through his lip as he was 
doused in Tuckers blood. 


He screamed. 


“GODDAMN!” Fold yelled. He began sweeping across the 
store, slaughtering the patrons and destroying everything. Erie smacked 
him repeatedly on the shoulder. Fold stopped. “You think I got him.” 


Erie looked at him in disgust. The Assistants pushed past them. 


“DON’T YOU FUCKING TOUCH ME!” Fold yelled, aiming at 
them. 


One of the Assistants twirled him around. “WE WILL HANDLE 
THIS. GET RID OF THE POLICE.” 


“What?” Fold asked as the Assistant ran off. He looked out and 
saw two cop cars, with four cops behind their car doors, guns drawn. 
“Oh, gotcha.” Fold stepped outside and began firing on them. 


The Assistants collected the bodies, lifting two at a time with 
each arm, and rushing outside to throw them into the back of the truck. 
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One of them picked up Tucker and Gareth. Gareth woke up, and saw 
Haruki, lying in a pool of blood, becoming smaller. He tried to move his 
arms, but they remained still. 


Shit, he thought. He saw another Assistant pick up Haruki. He 
closed his eyes and tried to concentrate his healing factor into his arms. 


Erie ran with the Assistant that was carrying Gareth and Tucker. 
“You motherfuckers almost done? This place is about to get swarmed 


? 


soon 


The Assistant ignored him and ran up the ramp. He ran on top of 
the bodies and dropped Gareth and Tucker near the back. 


“We’re gonna hitch a ride with you guys, all right?” Erie yelled. 


“ONLY ASSISTANTS AND CARGO ALLOWED ON 
TRANSPORT!” the Assistant said, running past him. 


Erie grabbed the back of the Assistants mask. “FUCK THAT! 
YOU’RE GETTING US OUT OF HERE!” 


The Assistant turned around and backhanded Erie. 
“ARRANGMENTS CAN BE MADE,” he said, as another Assistant ran 
passed them and into the van. 


Gareth felt his arms moving again. He wiggled his fingers, and 
put his hands together. He opened his eyes and saw Tucker next to him. 


“Oh, fuck,” he said. He began to tear up. He closed his eyes 
again and clenched his hands, and began concentrating on healing his 
entire body. 


The Assistant threw Haruki onto Tuckers body, waking him up. 
Haruki looked around and saw Gareth self-healing. 


“Gare?” Haruki said, weakly. “Hey, Gareth.” 


Gareth’s eyes shot open. “ Ruki?” He smiled. 
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Haruki tried to push himself up. Pain shot through him, and he 
collapsed. “So, this is what it’s like to get shot.” He looked at Gareth. 
“Tt’s just as painful as you said it was.” 


Gareth heard clanking behind them. He told Haruki to remain 
still. An Assistant walked up, threw two bodies next to them, and ran off. 


“You gonna save us, Gare?” Haruki whispered. He pushed 
himself sideways, and slid down next to Gareth. 


“Just shut up!” Gareth said. “I’m almost healed up.” 


A woman began to scream and cry. Gareth looked up and saw the 
heads of two Assistants looking in. One of them pointed inwards. The 
other nodded, took out a pistol, and began walking up the ramp. 


“Shit!” Gareth mumbled. “Play dead!” 


Haruki reached over to Gareth’s neck. Gareth told him to stop. 
The Assistant began shooting the bodies. The woman screamed louder. 


“Do me a favor,” Haruki said, pulling the mask onto Gareth’s 
face and tightened it. “Be Godan, since Tucker can’t do it.” 
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“Pll get us out of here—just be quiet 


The Assistant shot the screaming woman, and continued 
shooting into the other bodies. 


Haruki stroked Gareth’s face. “Be my hero.” 


The Assistant stood over them. He aimed his pistol at Haruki’s 
head. 


“Love you.” 


Godan shot up and grabbed the Assistants arm, forcing it 
upwards. The Assistant shot rapidly into the roof. Godan punched him in 
the face, sending him flying outside. 
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The Assistant flew past Erie and skid past Fold, who was still 
shooting at the cops. Erie looked inside. His eyes widened. 


“Oh, you gotta be shitting me!” Erie said, running off towards 
the space between the convenience store and another building. 


Godan leapt out of the truck. He slashed the nearest Assistant in 
the face, sending chunks of rotting flesh and brown fluid flying. Two 
Assistants leapt on him, grabbing each arm. Godan jerked away, and 
swung his elbows into their chests. He spun around and slashed either of 
them in the face. 


“Ew!” Godan mumbled, looking at the brown fluid that soaked 
his claws. He heard feet behind him. He twirled around and punched 
another Assistant, putting his fist through his mask. Gareth pulled back, 
his hand entirely covered in the liquid. He recoiled from the stench. 


Fold stopped shooting at the cops and relaxed. He smiled as he 
took in all the death and destruction he caused. He heard shots behind 
him. He turned his head and saw Godan running at the two final 
Assistants who were shooting at him. 


“This is the most exciting night of my life,” Fold said, putting 
down the minigun. He stretched his arms and began walking towards 
them. 


Godan clothes lined the Assistants. He felt the spot on his head 
where a bullet had grazed him and cringed. He then noticed that he was 
being covered by a large shadow. He turned around and immediately 
crossed his arms above his head as Fold, fists clenched together, brought 
down his might upon him. The pavement below them cracked. Pain shot 
through Godan, and he dropped onto one knee. 


“Since when do wolves have nine lives?” Fold asked, bringing 
his arm back up, then down again. Godan caught the blow. Another bolt 
of pain shot through him. He rolled to the side. 


“Upton’s watching this right now. “Fold started swinging at 
Godan. “T bet he’s freaking his shit, since you’re still breathing after all 
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that.” Godan dodged Fold’s fists. “I’d be freaking out too if I wasn’t so 
hyped right now.” Godan caught Fold’s fists. “How strong are you, Gray 
Wolf?” 


Godan’s eyes narrowed. 


“I’m the toughest Rudkus on this side of Chicago.” Fold pushed 
back, “I’m pumped full of Radicals,” Godan broke away and jumped 
back, “and I don’t think you’re as tough as Upton says you are.” 


Godan cracked his knuckles. More cops showed up on each side 
of the street. 


“LET’S GO, PUNK!” Fold yelled, running at Godan, Fist wound 
back. 


Godan charged, fist wound back as well. The cops got out of 
their cars and assumed defensive positions. Fold threw his fist at him. 
Godan screamed, and punched Fold’s fist. Fold’s arm violently shot 
backwards. The bones in his hand shattered. Blood shot off his skin, and 
his shoulder dislocated. 


Fold stumbled backwards, screaming. Godan rubbed his fist as 
he watched Fold wither on the ground. His rage grew. 


One of the Assistants got to his feet and stumbled towards the 
truck. 


“WHY DID YOU DO THIS?!” Godan yelled. Fold got up and 
ran. He tripped and fell onto the minigun. The heat from the barrel 
burned the side of his face. He screamed, and pulled himself away. 


A cop stood up and aimed his gun at them. “BOTH OF YOU, 
DOWN ON THE GROUND!” Godan glared at him and kept walking 
towards Fold. 


“Jayme, get the fuck down!” another officer said, pulling Jayme 
to his knees. “Let them take each other out!” 
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“You’re gonna tell me why you did this,” Godan said, looking 
Fold directly in the eyes. 


Fold glared back at him. “Fuck you, Gray Faggot!” 


Godan grabbed Fold by the head, and slammed his face against 
the minigun. 


The Assistant climbed into the driver’s seat. It started up the 
truck, and flipped a switch. 


Godan pressed Fold's head harder against the hot barrel. Fold 
frantically swatted his arms around. A loud whirling sound came from 
behind him, followed by a gust of wind. Godan turned his head and saw 
the truck, which now had a helicopter propeller sticking out of top of the 
trailer, lift itself off the ground. 


“NO!” Godan yelled, letting go of Fold. He ran towards the truck 
and jumped, sinking his claws into the side of the trailer. The truck 
cleared the buildings and flew away. 


Erie shot out of the alley. Two cops gave chase and tackled him. 


“Where’s the truck going?” one of the officers yelled. The officer 
that tackled him pressed his knee into Erie’s back. 


“GODDAMN, STOP!” Erie yelled. The officer pushed harder. 
“FUCK! THEY’RE GOING TO THE BACK OF THE YARDS!” 


The cops looked at each other. “Rudkus Headquarters,” the 
officer said. 


2K 2 3 
Upton cut off his psychic link with Fold. He got up and stretched. 


“Well, are my new subjects on their way?” Mysta asked, tapping 
her foot. 


Upton rolled his eyes. “Yes, your fucking corpses are on their 
way.” He muttered ‘Christ.’ 
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“And the Gray Wolf? Did your men get him?” 


Upton smiled, and shook his head. “Nope, he hitched a ride on 
the truck. He’Il be here in a sec.” 


Mysta sighed loudly. “Okay, what’re you going to do now?” 


“Prepare for his arrival.” Upton looked at Sturgill. “Gather up 
everyone in the neighborhood—shoot him up when he arrives.” 


Sturgill nodded and left the room. Upton noticed Mysta stuffing 
files into a briefcase. “You don’t want to stick around for his?” 


“Hell no!” Mysta opened up another drawer and grabbed a 
handful of flash drives. “I’m not going to risk neither my life nor my 
work in case he wastes you guys.” 


Upton snickered. “So much for not having faith in your 
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‘creations’. 


Mysta opened another briefcase and started putting files into it. 
“Maybe if your boys weren’t scared of getting at least one enhancement 
they might be able to defend themselves. You’re dealing with a high- 
class superhuman!” 


Upton snorted, and walked up to the monitors. 


“T’Il just say this once,” Mysta closed the case, “you should 
leave with me. You’re—” 


“?M NOT LEAVING ALL THIS BEHIND!” Upton yelled. 


Mysta glared. “You’re body isn’t close to being ready to fight 
someone like the Gray Wolf.” 


Upton put his fist through one of the screens. He pulled his arm 
back and examined it. “I’m good.” he said, showing Mysta his 
undamaged skin. 


Mysta shook her head. “Fucking dumbass.” 
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“What you say, bitch?!” 


Mysta closed the briefcase. “Fine, but whatever you do, DON’T 
transform. You do that, you’re absolutely fucked.” 


“T won’t need to do that shit,” Upton said. Mysta shook her head 
again and walked out of the room. 


Don’t look down, Godan repeatedly thought as he freed his other claw. 
He looked to the side and saw the top of the buildings that were passing 
by. His heart skipped. Shouldn’t have looked that way either, he thought. 
He took a deep breath, and leapt onto the step. 


“LAND THIS THING NOW, ASSHOLE!” he yelled. Godan 
then realized that the window was closed. He cursed, and punched 
through it. 


The Assistant turned the wheel sharply. Godan held onto the 
window frame and drivers side mirror. The Assistant suddenly turned the 
truck upwards. Godan heard bumping. He looked to the side and saw 
bodies falling out of the truck. His eyes widened. 


“GO DOWN! GO DOWN!” he yelled. The Assistant ignored 
him. Godan put his hand through, grabbed the wheel, and pushed it 
down. 


“DO NOT INTERFERE,” the Assistant said, aiming his pistol at 
Godan’s face. 


“Shit,” Godan muttered. The Assistant began firing. Godan 
crouched down, hanging onto the mirror. He waited until the Assistant 
stopped firing, then he shot up and grabbed the gun. 


“LAND,” Godan threw the gun away, “NOW!” 
“WE ARE NOT AT THE BASE YET.” the Assistant replied. 


Godan punched the Assistant in the face. He tried to scooch 
away. Godan grabbed the hazmat mask and yanked it off. Godan recoiled 
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as he looked upon the Assistants rotting, semi-fleshless face. His stomach 
rumbled when the stench hit him. 


Sturgill spotted the truck above them. He adjusted his eyes to 
zoom in on it. He saw Godan toss away the mask and begin punching 
through the window. 


He looked towards a nearby building. “Shoot him down!” he 
yelled. 


A sniper took aim, and fired three times. Godan felt the bullets 
enter his back. He screamed, and his grip loosened. His claws scraped 
the door as he fell off. 


“Please don’t turn to dust,” Godan said, thinking of his leg bones 
as he adjusted himself to land. 


“Enforcers, you’re around me,” Sturgill said as he watched 
Godan fall. The three Enforcers surrounded him. “Everyone else, make 
sure you’re loaded!” 


“You’ve fell off buildings before!” Godan said. He saw the 
ground coming up. “Okay, this is really gonna sting.” 


Godan smashed into the street, sending dust and dirt everywhere. 
The Rudkus’s began to move in. Sturgill told them to hold their fire until 
he said so. A gust of wind cleared the dust away, revealing Godan, down 
on both knees, hands clasped. 


Sturgill stepped onto a crate. He watched Godan remain still for 
a few seconds. 


“HEY, PUNK!” Sturgill yelled. “YOU PRAYING TO THE 
LORD, OR WHAT?” 


“No,” Godan stood up, his legs shaking, “but I can see why you 
would think that.” 


Sturgill jabbed his finger towards Godan. “FIRE!” 
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The truck landed. Mysta ran to the passenger’s side and begin 
loading her supplies into the backseat. Upton stood in the doorway, arms 
crossed. 


“T still can’t believe you’re backing out,” he said as Mysta 
passed by him. 


She glanced at the monitors showing security cam footage of 
Godan tearing through the Rudkus’s. She groaned, picked up the last of 
her research, and ran again to the truck. “Last chance, Up, come with 
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US. 


Upton glared at her, turned around and shut the door. Mysta 
cursed, got into the truck, and slammed the door. 


“Bring me to my Chinatown lab,” she said, fastening her seat 
belt. She noticed that the glove compartment was open. The 
compartment light revealed a case containing Alkaline Radicals. Her 
anger diminished. 


“Put us back in normal mode,” Mysta said, taking out the case, 
“and head over to the battlefield.” 


The Assistant nodded, did so, and drove away. 
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The Rudkus fell to his knees. Godan brought his elbow down onto his 
head, knocking him out. Godan looked past the fallen gangbangers 
directly at Sturgill and his enforcers. A shot rang out, and a bullet entered 
Godan’s butt cheek. Godan yelped, turned around, and glared at the 
Rudkus who had sniped him. 


“FUCK!” the Rudkus said, dropping his rifle and running to the 
other side of the roof towards the ladder. Godan roared, and jumped onto 
the building. Sturgill ordered his Enforcers to inject themselves with 
Alkaline Radicals. He called for backup as he saw the rooftop Rudkus be 
thrown through the air.. 
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“MOTHERFUCKER!” Godan yelled, rubbing his cheek. He 
heard a thud behind him, and the roof shook. He turned around and saw 
one of Sturgill's Enforcers, powered up by the Alkaline Radicals, running 
at him. Godan guarded himself as the Enforcer punched him, sending 
him flying into a chimney. He went through, and another Enforcer 
appeared, took a hold of him, and threw him off the roof. Godan opened 
his eyes and saw the third Enforcer, mid-air and grinning. He punched 
Godan into the side of the building. 


Mysta and the Assistant pulled up. She watched as Godan hastily 
stood up as the enforcers surrounded him. 


“God, I wish I could have had him under my control instead,” 
she said as she watched Godan slash at the Enforcers. She smiled, and 
handed the Assistant a syringe. “Get out there, wait until you get a 
chance,” she paused, and cooed as she watched Godan kick an Enforcer 
in the groin, “then inject him with this. You got that?” 


The Assistant nodded, got out, and ran behind a nearby lamp 
post. Mysta moved over to the driver’s side and re-engaged the flight 
mode. 


Godan threw a punch at the Enforcer, who dodged it. He grabbed 
Godan’s arm and smashed him repeatedly into the pavement. The 
Enforcer heard the other two yell for him. He nodded, swung Godan 
around, and let go. The two Enforcers punched Godan at the same time, 
sending him down the street, where he skid to a stop. 


“GO!” Mysta yelled. The Assistant ran out into the open. 
“Hey, who the fuck is that?!” Sturgill yelled. 


The Assistant bent down and injected the Alkaline Radicals into 
Godan’s neck. Godan immediately woke up. A warm feeling went 
through his body. 


“That’s one ugly motherfucker,” one of Enforcers said. 


The other Enforcer turned around. “I think that’s one of those 
zombie things Upton told us about!” he yelled at Sturgill. 
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Sturgill looked around and saw the truck, partially illuminated by 
the street light. Mysta waved at him. 


“That fucking bitch!” Sturgill said. 


Godan stood up, feeling himself become filled with energy. He 
took a deep breath. His heart suddenly began to beat uncontrollably. The 
energy he felt became replaced with pain. He bent down, clenched his 
fists, and screamed as he felt his muscles bulge. 


“GO! GO NOW!” Sturgill yelled. “TAKE HIM DOWN!” 


Two of the Enforcers ran towards Godan. “What’s going on?” 
the Enforcer that stayed put asked. 


“HE WAS INJECTED WITH RADICALS!” Sturgill pointed at 
Godan. “GO, DUMBASS!” 


Godan looked up, and saw the Assistant backing away. Haruki 
flashed through his mind. He growled, and leapt at him. The Assistant 
put his hands up. Godan grabbed them, kicked the Assistant in the chest, 
and pulled back, ripping his arms off. He stumbled back, fluid spraying 
everywhere, and fell to the ground. Godan threw the arms away, ran up, 
and stomped the Assistants head to mush. 


Mysta whistled, and began taking off. Godan turned around and 
saw the truck. 


“NO!” he yelled, leaping into the air, claws extended. 


One of the Enforcers shot his tentacle at Godan, wrapping it 
around his legs. He slammed Godan into the pavement, retracted him 
back, and put him into a bear hug. 


“TAKE HIM OUT!” he yelled. The other Enforcer nodded, and 
each wound up his fist. 


Godan growled. He kicked the Enforcer’s knee cap, shattering it. 
The Enforcer screamed, releasing him. Godan raised his claws, turned 


67 


around, and swiped the Enforcers face. Flesh, blood, and skull fragments 
flew as the enforcer collapsed. 


“WE GOTTA GO!” the Enforcer who stayed behind yelled, 
grabbing onto Sturgill’s arm and began dragging him away. 


Sturgill pulled himself away. “NO, WE’RE ENDING THIS 
NOW!” 


They heard another scream. They turned around and saw that 
Godan had put the Enforcer in a head lock. 


“We’ll get him later when the Radicals burn out of his system!” 
the enforcer said. 


“Are you fucking joking?!” Sturgill yelled “Use that goddamn 
tentacle of yours!” He took out his phone. “I gotta call reinforcements!” 


Godan hammer fisted the top of the enforcer’s skull, smashing it 
open. He released him and looked at his blood-soaked fist. His vision 
distorted. He cringed as pain shot through his body. 


The final Enforcer shot his tentacle at Godan. He wrapped it 
around Godan's face and, feeling relieved, started squeezing. “Let’s see 
he said, putting on more 
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how you like your head being crushed 
pressure. 


Godan grabbed the tentacle and crushed the metal, disconnecting 
it from the Enforcer. 


“Fuck, fuck—’the Enforcer mumbled, trying to regain control. 


Godan grabbed the tentacle with both hands and yanked it. The 
Enforcer flew towards him. Godan let go of the tentacle, ran at the 
enforcer, and grabbed him by the throat. 


“Please, stop!” the enforcer yelled. “I have a—” 


Godan crushed the Enforcer’s throat. He looked over and saw 
Sturgill running away. He dropped the Enforcer and ran after him. 
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“Mysta,” Upton growled, minimizing the feed and opening the 
commands folder. “Ill beat you to death in front of everyone after this!” 
He found the command he was looking for and looked up at the feed. He 
switched between cameras. “Just have to get him close enough to one of 
the houses.” He stopped swapping when he saw Sturgill enter his house 
and lock the door. 


Godan appeared, sniffed the air, look towards the house that 
Sturgill just entered, and rammed himself into the door. 


“Perfect,” Upton said, hitting the destruct command. 


Sturgill unloading his pistol into Godan, who was laid out on top 
of the door. The gun began to click. Godan slapped his hands on the 
floor, and pushed himself up. He glared at Sturgill and growled. Sturgill 
dropped the gun and ran down the hall. He got to the side door and 
unlocked it. 


The house, along with the other homes on the block, exploded. 
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The Rudkus’s slowly made their way down the street. Some were calm, 
facing ahead, guns at the ready. Other were aghast, looking at the 
destruction around them and talking amongst each other. 


They spotted a large group of Chicago Police officers heading 
their way. The ones up front shouted “PIGS!” The cops heard them, and 
spread out. The Rudkus’s did the same, and began firing. 


Down in the basement of one of the destroyed houses, an android 
freed itself from the rubble. It stood up, refreshed its program, and 
scanned the lab. Suddenly, a new protocol was initiated. It pulled a lever 
next to a door. It did not work. The android bent down, forced its hands 
underneath the door, and pushed it up. 


It entered a room filled with pods. It attempted to input a 
command into the computer that would have opened all the pods at once. 
It did not work. The android smashed the computer, then went around 
and tore the door off each pod. Bodies fell out—some squirmed, others 


69 


remained still. When the final subject was released, the android walked 
back across the lab, kicking each one until they awoke. 


Some immediately became alert, demanding to know where they 
were. Others were groggy and had to be helped up. The android clapped 
its hands until it had everyone’s attention. It motioned to them to follow, 
and the subjects did so. 


Some of them asked where they were going. Others asked why 
the lab was in the condition it was in, or what the loud sounds above 
them were. The android ignored them. It let them to the entrance to the 
basement. It cleared away the debris and tried to open it. The door 
refused to budge. 


The sound of a huge explosion sent the subjects into a panic. The 
android began smashing into the door. Another explosion sent the 
subjects into a more violent panic. One of them yelled for everyone to 
get out his way. The group parted, and the android moved to the side. 
The subject raised his hand. He created an energy ball in front of his 
palm. The energy spread until it covered his entire arm. The subject 
yelled, sending a blast through the door. 


The Rudkus’s and the cops stopped fighting as the energy blast 
ripped through the ground. The Rudkus's then began firing at the cops 
again. The subjects began pouring out of the basement lab—some flying, 
some running straight through the firefight, other making giant leaps 
over it all. 


The android waited until all the subjects were gone. It calmly 
walked up the stairs and stood in the doorway, watching the subjects 
disappear. It observed the ongoing battle, smiled, initiated its jetpack, and 
flew away. 


A bloody claw burst through the rubble of the house. It shook 
violently, and then collapsed onto the wood and shingles. 
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Upton scanned through the feeds. All were down. “Got take a closer 
look, he said. He went into the closet and retrieved a jet pack. He exited 
the lab, locked it, and flew off. 


He initiated his night vision as he came upon the firefight. He 
saw more cop cars, including SWAT vehicles, enter the scene. He looked 
over at the remaining Rudkus’s hiding behind the rubble as the cops 
closed in on them. 


He shook his head. “All the power in the world, and they still 
can’t smoke some pigs. So much for—” 


Out of the corner of his eye, Upton saw the smoking crater 
where the subjects escaped. He saw somebody crawling away. He 
zoomed in, and grinned. 


“Thank you, Lord,” He said. He unleashed his tentacle, and flew 
down. 


Godan, his clothes torn to shreds, covered in blood, slowly 
crawled away from the house. He felt something grab him by the legs. 
He tensed up, and closed his eyes. 


“T AM SO FUCKING HAPPY RIGHT NOW!” Upton yelled, 
flying into the sky. 


Godan opened his eyes. He relaxed as he saw the neighborhood 
get farther away. They started to descend. Upton threw Godan towards 
the ground. 


Godan landed on a pitcher’s mound in Davis Square Park. Upton 
landed. “I told my men to bring you in alive.” He took off his jetpack and 
gently placed it on the grass. “Though I was pretty sure Sturgill was 
gonna waste you there—and I don’t blame him for wanting to.” 


Godan stood up. Upton walked up and looked directly into his 
eyes. “Aren’t Alkaline Radicals great? Super strength, super speed,” he 
grinned “super rage—it’s probably why you were able to crawl away 
from that blast.” Upton took out a metal case and opened it, revealing 
syringes. “Want another shot? Put us on a more even level?” 
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Godan stared at him, breathing heavily. Upton waved the case in 
front of his face. 


“All right, then.” Upton took out a syringe, uncapped it, and 
injected the Radicals. He tossed away the syringe, and took a deep 
breath. His muscles bulged slightly. He smiled, relaxed, and put away the 
case. “Last year, you pretty much wrecked me in that alley back in 
Lakeview.” 


Upton saw Godan grin. “Glad I brought back some good 
memories. We dug up as much info on you as we can. I thought you were 
part of one of our rivals, who had somehow gained abilities of their own. 
We couldn’t find nothing.” 


“T’m one big question mark,” Godan said. 


Upton held up a finger. “You gave us all the info we needed, you 
know, when you started robbing my men. I was sure it was you, even 
with the shitty descriptions I was given. But you fucked up earlier 
tonight by showing your face, Gray Wolf.” 


Godan's anger rose. He clenched his fists and glared. 
“What’s up with you?” Upton asked. 
“Tt’s Godan, not Gray Wolf.” 


Upton burst out laughing. “What the fuck is a ‘Godan’? Look at 
you,” he pointed at Godan’s claws, “Gray Wolf is more accurate.” He 
then pointed at Godan’s hair. “Is that dyed?” 


Godan began to growl. 


“Oh, is this some kind of fresh start for you, or something? 
Being the Gray Wolf is what got all those people killed earlier.” 


Godan took a swipe at him. Upton backed away. Godan took 
another swipe, tearing Upton’s shirt. 


“Okay, maybe I should take this off.” Upton ripped off his shirt. 
He grunted, and three more tentacles came out of his back. 
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Godan charged at him. Upton lashed a tentacle at him. Godan 
slid underneath it, and kicked Upton in the stomach, sending him flying. 


I felt that, Upton thought, rolling on the grass before he 
composed himself. I haven’t felt a hit since the surgeries. 


Godan went after him. Upton shot his tentacles at him. Godan 
avoided them all and threw a punch at Upton. Upton blocked it, and 
swung back. They traded blows. Godan took another swipe at him. His 
claws dug into Upton’s chest. He felt himself scrape against something 
metallic. 


Upton pushed Godan away. He looked at the gashes on his chest. 
His rage grew. “YOU GRAY BASTARD!” He wrapped his tentacles 
around Godan’s arms and legs. “YOU’RE NOT GONNA TEAR ME UP 
LIKE YOU DID NELSON!” 


Upton slammed Godan into a dugout, causing it to collapse. He 
lifted Godan into the air and smashed him into the rubble. He continued 
doing so until he felt himself loose the connection with two of his 
tentacles. He looked closely, and saw that Godan has crushed the two 
tentacles that had ensnared his arms. 


Upton yelled, and tried to smash Godan into the rubble again. 
Godan slashed at the tentacles around his feet, freeing himself. He 
landed, and shot towards Upton. Up ahead, he saw a light pole and got an 
idea. 


Upton kicked at him. Godan jumped over Upton, grabbed his 
tentacles, and dragged him over to the light pole. Upton skidded against 
the ground. Godan slammed him against the pole, and, using his own 
tentacles, tied Upton against it. 


“Oh, fuck you!” Upton yelled as he struggled. Godan walked 
away, took a deep breath, and wiped his forehead with his shirt. “Stop 
fighting me like a bitch, you cocksucker!” 


Godan growled. Upton continued to rant. He walked up to Upton 
and glared at him. 
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Upton became still. “What?” 


“T hate that word, ‘cocksucker’.” Godan walked behind Upton. 
“My Dad used to call me that. What you just said was pretty much what 
he said the last time I fought him.” 


“Man, I don’t give a shit about your fucking—“ 


Godan sliced off a piece of Upton’s tentacle and wrapped it 
around his neck. “This is what he used to do to me before I got my 
powers.” 


Godan put his foot into Upton’s back and pressed hard. Upton 
ceased breathing. He tried to break free of his tentacles, but his arms 
barely moved. He then remembered his transformation, along with 
Mysta’s warning. He tried again to free himself. Godan pushed harder, 
making him smash the back of his head against the pole. 


Fuck it! Upton thought. He initiated the transformation. He felt 
the metal plates begin to move. The energy he gathered underneath in his 
palms began to burn his skin. 


“DIE!” Godan yelled, pulling back as hard as he could. 


Nausea washed over Upton. He unleashed the energy that he had 
built up into the ground. The blast sent Godan flying back and freed 
Upton, who immediately fell to his knees. Why didn’t it open? Upton 
thought, looking at the bloody holes in his palms that the energy blasts 
came out of. Pain shot through him, and he began to scream. 


Godan sat up. He watched the smoke clear, and saw Upton on 
the ground, shaking violently, holding himself. 


Metal plates begin to emerge from Upton’s skin. The flesh tore 
off, and fell to the ground. Blood began to rapidly pool around Upton as 
more plates emerged. 


“Holy shit!” Godan said, standing up. 
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Upton held his head and screamed even louder. He felt his flesh 
tear away from his face, and saw it drop onto the grass, along with his 
hair. Everything then went dark. His vision returned, and he saw his 
eyeballs roll on the ground. 


“Ugh,” Godan said, getting into a battle stance. “What did he do 
to himself?” 


The unbearable pain became a throb. Upton touched his face. He 
felt how smooth it was. He felt his eyes and found square slits. He pulled 
his hand back and saw that they were metallic. 


“YO!” Godan yelled. “You okay there, buddy?” 
Upton began charging his energy. 


“Yep, you’re good, I guess.” Godan said, shrugging. He ran 
towards Upton. 


Upton turned around, put his arms together, and fired. Godan’s 
eyes widened. He sidestepped the blast at the last second, and attacked. 
They traded blows. Godan’s claws scraped against Upton’s plates, 
causing sparks. Upton shot small, quick energy blasts at Godan, 
sometime hitting him, sometimes not. 


Neither slowed down. 


A police helicopter appeared overhead. It swooped in, shining its 
spotlight, and ordering them to get on the ground. Godan took another 
swipe. His claws went into the space between Upton’s plates. He pulled 
back, tearing the plate off, along with some flesh. Upton backed away, 
immediately covering the wound with his hand. 


Godan examined the plate. He got an idea. 


Upton grabbed him by the throat and held him up. He put his 
hand up to Godan’s chest. “DIE!” he yelled, blasting him. 


Godan flew into the helicopter. The pilot regained control, and 
the officers aimed their automatic weapons at him. 
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“You have bigger scumbags you could aiming your weapons at, 
pigs!” Godan said, standing up. 


One of them told Godan to get back on the floor. Godan saw 
Upton appear, jetpack strapped to himself, charging up a blast. 


“BEHIND YOU!” Godan yelled, pointing. The cops turned 
around. Godan grabbed the assault rifles out of one of the cop’s hands 
and jumped out of the helicopter as Upton fired. 


Godan landed, positioned himself on one knee, took aim, and 
fired at Upton. Upton recoiled at the force of the bullets. The helicopter 
began to swerve as the fire within grew. Godan shot the jetpack, causing 
it to explode. Upton fell to the ground. 


“HOW DID YOU DO THAT?!” Upton screamed, trying to stand 
up. He ripped off the burning jetpack and threw it off to the side. 


“Having a Neo-Nazi survivalist for a dad taught me a lot of 
things.” Godan said as he stood up and tossed the gun to the side. “The 
main thing I learned from him:” he flexed his claws, “brutality works!” 


Godan disappeared. He reappeared behind Upton and dug his 
claws into his back. He took a hold of two plates, and tore them out. 
Upton screamed. Godan began rapidly tearing the plates off Upton’s 
body. Blood splattered both of them. Upton tried to blast him. Godan 
avoided it, and continued ripping off the plates. 


The pilot succumbed to the fire. The helicopter began to descend 
near the end of the field. 


Godan grabbed Upton’s face plate. Upton grabbed his arms, and 
tried to push him away. Godan kicked Upton in the chest. The force of 
the blow allowed him to rip it off. Upton screamed. Godan threw the face 
plate to the side. 


Upton initiated the thrusters in his feet. His soles exploded, and 
he flew at Godan. He grabbed a hold of him and flew them towards the 
end of the field. He landed on top of him. Godan saw the helicopter 


76 


coming down on top of them, and started panicking. Upton pressed both 
palms to Godan’s chest and blasted him with energy. 


Godan screamed. He remembered Haruki pulling his mask on his 
face, telling him to save them. 


Godan grabbed Upton’s arms and pushed them away. He head 
butted Upton, rolled to the side, and sped away. The helicopter crashed 
and exploded, sending a wave of heat and debris against his back. He 
jumped over the destroyed dugout and ran off into the night. 


2K KK 


Mysta was on the nightly news, telling the reporter that she was going to 
purchase the land that the Rudkus’s had took over, and would proceed to 
build a research facility that would assist both the people who resided 
within the Back of the Yards and all residents of Chicago. 


Lana hugged Salt Chunk Mary harder and cried louder. Gareth 
heard Lana and made himself stop crying. He held up his head, allowing 
the water to wash over him again. He turned off the shower and got out. 
He dried himself off and wrapped the towel around his waist. He felt 
something on his foot. Tucker’s mask had fallen to the floor. He peeled it 
off his foot and walked out. 


The news began to run the police cam footage of the superhuman 
subjects escaping the underground lab. Lana looked up as Gareth stood 
behind the couch, watching it. She got up and embraced him, burying her 
face into his chest. 


“T swear, I’ll find Tucker and Haruki,” Gareth said, embracing 
Lana. Tucker’s mask stuck to the back of her shirt. He looked away from 
the television and at the red faced Salt Chunk Mary. “I’m gonna bring 
them back.” 


2k KK 


Another year had passed. 


Another summer nearly finished. 
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Godan sat on the ledge of the building, looking over Bridgeport. 
He closed his eyes, and enjoyed the breeze. His phone rang. He saw that 
it was Lana, and answered. 


“Yo, yo,” he said. 

“Hey, are you in the neighborhood?” Lana asked. 

Godan stood up. “Yep, just chilling on a rooftop.” 

“T’m at Marty’s. Come over, I got something to show you. 
“Okay, see ya in a sec.” 


Godan hung up. He jumped over into a nearby alley, depowered, 
took off his mask, and walked down the street. Another breeze hit him. 
Bridgeport is beautiful in the summer, he thought. 


He waited for the crossing light to change, and walked up to 
Lana. 


“Hey, what’s up?” he asked. “You wanna face me in another 
drinking contest?” 


Lana shook her head. “Hell no, I would never win.” She pushed 
her phone in his face. “This story just showed up on my feed. I 
remembered that you’re from Alpena, and with your powers and all, 
thought you would be interested in this.” 


Gareth took hold of the phone. He read the story from the Detroit 
Free Press, reporting on what witnesses were claiming were attacks 
perpetuated by “werewolves” in Alpena County. 


“This does interest me,” Gareth said, scrolling through similar 
stories on the feed. “It really does.” 
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